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Crackle, crackle.

With a dry sound, flames leapt onto the pillar.

For a brief moment, fire rippled across the ornately carved sculpture.

Then the blaze shot up to the ceiling in an instant.

With a fierce roar, beams collapsed one by one.

Boom! Boom boom!

The once-sturdy roof came crashing down with a deafening noise.

Wood that had once been part of a royal fortress collapsed into a pitiful heap, engulfed in flames—

Just like the ruins that man had walked through on his way here.

The man was walking through a half-collapsed hallway,

Dodging toppling furniture, or cutting down knights lurking behind pillars.

“Aaaaah!”

“Please, spare me!”

Screams and the clash of steel followed in his wake.

Crimson blood and smoldering ash constantly messed up his jet-black hair.

And yet, there were moments when everything went quiet.

At those times, the man would pause.

Standing amidst corpses and ruins, he would wipe the blood trickling down his cheeks

And neatly smooth down his hair.

Tap, tap.

His even, composed footsteps echoed over the marble tiles, stained with heat, death throes, and blood.

Soon, the man reached the end of the hallway—

A place thick with the cries and stench of blood.

It was the entrance to the detached palace where he had once stayed for so long.

A soldier, who had just cut down a knight, noticed the man and saluted.

Following his lead, everyone in Areté Kingdom’s military uniform presented arms in his direction.

That was always the way when welcoming this great general—

The one hailed as the incarnation of the God of War.

But here, in Felbiche Palace, there were far more people who knew the man better than the soldiers of Areté.

So, it was only natural that someone, filled with rage, hurled a curse.

“Traitor!”

A maid, her throat already half-severed, shouted.

“You bastard, worse than a worm—how could you…!”

Thud.

A dull sound followed as a spear pierced her back.

Blood bubbled from her pale lips.

Even in the moment of death, the maid glared at the man.

As if she would curse him even beyond her final breath.

The man passed by her without a flicker of emotion.

He didn’t even glance at the woman who had once shared a piece of bread with him,

Her head now hanging limply.

He entered the long corridor of Felbiche Palace.

The hallway was filled with corpses.

Even at a glance, it was at least double the number found in any other palace.

‘Probably second only to the guards stationed in front of the Grand Duke.’

It made sense.

What was here was the most priceless treasure the Grand Duke possessed.

The man’s blue eyes stared down the hallway.

Beyond this scene of carnage stood a tightly shut door.

The door to the drawing room—one he could never enter without bowing his head.

The man stepped forward, crushing scattered corpses beneath his feet.

The lime-coated white door grew nearer.

A burning heat climbed up his throat.

At last, he let out a long breath.

Finally…

It took a long time.

A very long time.

It had taken him an eternity to return here—

This hallway he had walked since childhood now felt impossibly distant.

But the man had made it back through flame and blood, through screams and chaos.

Because that was the price to see what waited beyond that door once more.

He approached the door and knocked.

It was a flawlessly clean knock, yet the stench of blood inside and out made it feel disturbingly out of place.

And the voice that responded was no different.

“Come in.”

A voice as cool and composed as metal drifted through the door.

The man felt his heart pounding violently.

Gloved fingers gripped the doorknob.

The oiled handle turned smoothly in his hand.

And the grand door opened in silence.

The drawing room revealed itself—white wallpaper and furniture, elegantly contrasted with red fabric decorations.

And there she was.

Exactly as she had appeared in his dreams.

“So you were here, my lady.”

His low voice echoed in the room.

It was sharp, almost like a beast growling.

Red-painted lips curled into an elegant curve.

Then, from between them, came a soft and gentle voice—

A voice as perfectly refined as a finely tuned instrument,

Entirely unlike the harshness in the man’s tone.

“It’s been a long time, Riorem.”

His throat convulsed.

Everything before him was familiar.

The slender figure seated upright on the sofa,

Her meticulously braided red hair and ornate dress,

That serene smile, as if the stench of blood hanging in the air didn’t even exist.

Riorem Velic found himself struggling against a deep, bone-engraved instinct.

He wanted to fall back into old habits, to behave as he once had before her—

To bow low, beg forgiveness, and end it all that way.

Even though he had done all of this just to stop being that person.

Even the slightest lapse, and he feared he might fall to his knees.

If she looked at him with those golden eyes—gentle at first glance but cold as metal.

If he saw that face, smiling as if the burning palace, the screaming people, even the corpses strewn beneath their feet, were none of her concern—

Riorem would turn back into the eighteen-year-old boy who once stole her foot towel to pleasure himself.

He would drop to his knees and bow his head without hesitation.

But not today.

Today, he stood tall.

His stiff legs moved forward. 

Thud, thud.

Hard footsteps echoed across the soft carpet.

“You seem well, my lady. Seeing how you’ve had time to dress even as the duchy lies in ashes, I assume you were doing even better before.”

“It wasn’t all that bad.”

The woman, Chernea Antoinetta del Peroa, answered in a calm, almost whimsical tone.

You wouldn’t think her country had lost a war, or that the maids who served her for years had been slaughtered.

But Riorem wasn’t surprised.

That was just the kind of woman she was.

“The Grand Duke of Peroa passed about an hour ago. He pitifully tried to swap clothes with a servant, but I found him. And helped him… rest.”

“Oh dear. He really should’ve thought more carefully about who Areté would send.”

“And is that why you stayed behind, my lady? Because you knew it would be me?”

“No,” 

Chernea replied, eyes drifting to the stain now spreading across the carpet— a trail of blood left by Riorem’s steps.

Even with a man soaked in blood standing before her,
even as his every footfall bled into the floor, death still didn’t feel real.

Instead, a question she had carried since the day war was declared became ever clearer.

With a voice mimicking kindness but devoid of emotion, Chernea asked:

“Was it really necessary for you to come?”

She couldn’t understand this situation.

That Areté’s king had chosen to invade the Peroa Duchy wasn’t strange.

The Grand Duke had no talent for war, especially given the duchy’s strategic location.

Their military was so weak they were treated like pigs lying prone before predators.

But for the great general of Areté himself—the man known as the God of War—to personally lead the army into battle?

Chernea couldn’t make sense of it.

Riorem Velic could’ve earned far greater glory elsewhere.

Like in the Kingdom of Messenia, which had fallen into the hands of Prince Alpheios.

“Ha.”

Riorem let out a scoff, hollow and amused.

“I didn’t expect you to take it seriously.
But I didn’t think you wouldn’t remember at all.”

Clack.

A gloved hand seized Chernea’s chin.

Their eyes met by force, and in Riorem’s blue irises, a chilling gleam flashed.

“I told you. I’d find a way.”

“A way?”

Chernea echoed the words like a child learning to speak.

Riorem’s lips twisted. 

He couldn’t help but laugh.

This woman—this creature who lacked anything resembling emotion or humanity—

She would never understand the long, brutal path he had walked to return here.

She didn’t even remember what had happened.

And that was why Riorem had come back.

To bring down the woman who once pretended to be human only toward him—

The woman who made him run away—

To drag her back down beside him.

And…

To show her just how thoroughly she’d ruined his life with the desires she planted inside him.

Riorem pulled out a chair opposite the sofa and sat, legs spread slightly.

It was a posture that teetered beyond arrogance into outright disrespect, but Chernea didn’t seem to care.


“I shouldn’t have brought it up. That’s not why I came here, anyway.”

Her long legs shifted, lifting her dress in a graceful arc that revealed her bare calf.

Then Riorem said, coldly:

“It’s time you realized what situation you’re in, my lady.
You’re quite clever—so I’m sure you’ll catch on quickly.
Still, this must be your first time… becoming a slave.”
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Chernea looked down at her hem, caught under Riorem’s military boot.

With the heating off due to the chaos, and her bare legs exposed, she felt a bit cold.

But seeing Riorem’s reaction, it seemed he had done it on purpose to humiliate her, so she didn’t bother pulling the dress down.

A cruel smile played on Riorem’s lips.

“I’ll take you to my estate. I’ll tie you to the bed and not give you a moment of freedom. So to speak.”

Thud.

His boot stomped harshly between Chernea’s legs.

Riorem bent forward, bringing his face close enough to feel her breath—he wanted to flaunt his victory.

“You’re going to become the lowest of slaves now, my lady. A bedroom slave.”

Her red-painted lips parted slightly.

As if something had just occurred to her, Chernea stared blankly at Riorem’s face.

‘…a way.’

A quiet whisper echoed from the depths of her memory.

Chernea quietly searched her memories.

The bloodline that had traded humanity for intelligence quickly traced the source of that voice.

A long-buried memory rose swiftly to the surface.

It had happened late one night.

In her memory, Chernea sat on her bed, looking down at the floor.

The room was silent. 

There were no sounds from the hallway either.

The maid who was supposed to be guarding the bedroom must have dozed off.

The visitor must have known that and sneaked in—just like on the nights she had previously turned a blind eye.

At the end of her gaze, a slave was prostrating himself.

It was Riorem, her personal foot-washing slave, who never dared to climb into her bed, even when permitted.

Riorem trembled as he bowed, his shoulders shaking.

Chernea watched him for a long time.

Then the silence broke with a soft click.

Riorem raised his head. 

His blue eyes shimmered faintly in the low light.

Though he had just come of age, his face still bore traces of boyhood—like his delicately shaped lips.

Those lips parted to speak.

‘I will find a way. Not like this… but…’

The Chernea in the memory tilted her chin slightly.

Mirroring that, the 28-year-old Chernea tilted her head in the same way.

Then the memory sharpened into a vivid scene, and the half-remembered words returned as a clear sentence:

‘Not sneaking in under your tacit approval like this, but a way to lie beside you.’

Yes. 

He had said that.

On that night, when she had whispered that she would open her legs just for one night—so that he would no longer desire her from afar.

How dare a slave defy their master’s words.

“Mmm.”

A quiet sound escaped Chernea’s throat. 

That was when everything came flooding back.

Her golden eyes locked directly onto Riorem’s. 

It was a rare moment of emotional reaction.

Chernea asked,

“So all this chaos… was just to have me?”

Riorem didn’t answer. 

He simply looked at her with cold eyes.

Because he was certain his master—who had always been cruelly generous—would say something to crush him once more.

And just as he expected, Chernea returned yet another allowance—so indifferent, it was almost merciless.

“You could’ve just asked for one night.”

“…Ha.”

Riorem let out a dry laugh.

He hadn’t expected her to scream, cry, or hurl curses at him.

He thought she would raise her chin with that aloof dignity, just like the most precious treasure of the palace should.

But these words—he had never imagined them.

“Of course. That’s just like you.”

Riorem reached both hands toward Chernea’s neck, as if ready to strangle her slender throat.

But though his large hands trembled in the air, they couldn’t bring themselves to clutch her neck.

To ask her to open her legs for him?

Such vulgar, outrageous words had never crossed even his dreams.

Chernea Antonietta del Feroa—she was the most highly valued among the Grand Duke’s three daughters.

The fact that she hadn’t married by age twenty-eight, or that she’d broken off six engagements, meant nothing.

None of that diminished her worth—not in the slightest. 

That’s why no one had been able to claim her until now.

And someone like her… was impossible to possess. 

Not in his arms, not in his heart.

Riorem furrowed his brow in agony.

A lump of emotion kept rising in his throat, more violently than all the pain he had endured in this palace.

Honestly, it hurt.

Before he could even name that feeling, Riorem sprang to his feet.

The chair clattered loudly behind him as it toppled, but he didn’t care.

He grabbed Chernea by the wrist and marched toward the door.

Noticing how his hand was trembling, Chernea slightly relaxed her brows—but Riorem didn’t notice. 

He just kept walking, like he was fleeing.

Several knights were waiting outside the drawing room.

They saluted as soon as they saw Riorem, but their expressions twisted in confusion when they noticed

Chernea following behind.

Riorem dragged her toward them.

“Take her to Dynamis.”

The knights’ faces distorted with strange expressions.

“The Lady of Peroa… you mean?”

“She’s not the Lady of Peroa anymore. Just take her there first. I’ll follow after finishing up the remnants.”

“But…”

The knights exchanged bewildered glances.

The King of Arete was a man obsessed with conquest—but he wasn’t a warmonger. 

If a nation surrendered peacefully, he would depose the royal family and turn it into a vassal state.

But if they resisted, he would crush them completely—exterminating every noble house with even a drop of royal blood.

That was why the Grand Duke of Peroa and his entire kin had been slaughtered.

So, the second princess of Peroa should have died here too. 

The only reason she still drew breath was because of Riorem’s orders.

When the command not to kill the princess was issued, the soldiers naturally assumed that General Riorem would execute her himself.

It made sense. 

After all, how deep must the hatred have been for a man to flee the duchy and become a mercenary—only to return now?

And yet, not only was he sparing the woman, he was planning to take her to Arete?

No wonder the order caused such confusion.

Watching the scene unfold, Chernea muttered softly,

“Sending your bed slave in a carriage with other men… You’re awfully generous with your subordinates, Riorem.”

Riorem’s face twisted in irritation.

No one would dare touch what belonged to him. 

Still, it was true that putting a bed slave—one he hadn’t even used yet—into the same space with other men was displeasing as her owner.

“…How many of the remnants are left?”

“Only the young duke and a few of his lackeys. We should be able to catch them before dawn.”

“Then we’ll finish this tonight.”

With that decision, Riorem swiftly struck the back of Chernea’s neck.

Her rich red hair scattered like flower petals as her body collapsed limply into Riorem’s arms.

He turned to the knights and shouted,

“We leave to hunt the young duke in thirty minutes. Once his head falls, we head straight to Arete. Prepare now.”

The knights watched in stunned silence as Riorem walked away toward the supply wagons, carrying the breathtaking woman in his arms like a treasure.

I woke up on an unfamiliar bed.

The moment I opened my eyes, I realized I was bound.

My arms and legs were tied tightly with silk ropes, each one fastened to a bedpost.

No matter how much I strained, the knots wouldn’t loosen—the silk cords only grew tauter.

“So this is what he meant when he said he’d tie me to the bed.”

I recalled Riorem’s words.

I’d never had a bed slave before, but I could guess this wasn’t a standard way to restrain someone.

To use me as intended, my legs would need to be fully spread—so this awkward tying…

It meant Riorem had never had a bed slave either.


I moved my eyes to scan the room. 

Everything in this bedroom was unfamiliar.

The architecture, with its pillars carved from smooth marble instead of wood, made it clear I was somewhere I’d never been before.

Even so, I could tell this bedroom was luxurious—its owner clearly someone with great power and influence.
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Thinking about it made her feel a bit amused. 

Even after reaching such a status, she couldn’t properly handle a single slave.

She had thought this even back when she couldn’t properly control a woman’s neck. 

It seemed she still hadn’t completely broken free from the education she received during her days as a slave.

“Of course… it’s not like nothing has changed.”

She closed her eyes and thought of Riorém.

Not the beast-like, dangerous-smelling triumphant general of Arete—

But the temple slave that the head maid had “brought in” so the capricious and unruly noble lady could break him however she pleased.

My father, Duke Peroa, was a man with no luck in children.

Since his days as a young duke, he had tirelessly worked to produce heirs, but the children all died before they turned thirteen.

Out of hope, he divorced and brought in a new wife, but the result was the same. 

The children kept dying.

Eventually, one son from his third wife managed to live past thirteen.

However, perhaps because he kept making her bear children without showing her any affection, the duchess ended up dying.

Now he had an heir, but ideally, he also needed a daughter. 

In order to stabilize the nation, more royal marriage alliances were necessary.

Yet no daughters were born, nor any sons who might rival the young duke.

So my father arranged a contract marriage with a duke from the Serpantov of imperial family, known for producing strong and healthy children.

The duke, having received a large sum of money, gave the Duchy of Peroa three daughters.

I was the second of those daughters.

I resembled the Serpantov of duke rather than my father.

With red hair and golden eyes.

What’s more, I inherited the temperament of the imperial family, who treated the act of bearing and weaning children like manual labor.

In short, I wasn’t much of a human being.

As if lacking humanity weren’t enough, I also had a terrible personality. 

Especially as a child, I never controlled my impulses, and most of those impulses turned violent.

As more and more people died, Pelbiche Palace suffered a severe manpower shortage. 

Not even the maids, let alone ladies-in-waiting, wanted to serve in my palace. 

That continued until I finally lost interest in tormenting people.

Eventually, the head maid came up with a new policy: to assign slaves to positions most likely to provoke my anger—that is, positions where death was likely.

Riorém was one of the slaves brought in under that policy.

The boy, whom the temple had received in place of a debt, had strong endurance and a good stomach.

Since he was a slave previously used by the temple, he could even perform basic healing.

Because of that, he was pushed into the most dangerous position—foot-washing duty.

Those who put on and removed my shoes and washed my feet were kicked by me several times a day.

It wasn’t that I particularly hated them. 

I just couldn’t stand the boredom.

But once Riorém arrived, the time spent washing and re-shoeing my feet became much more bearable.

Because the face of the trembling ten-year-old boy who poured water over my foot was quite pleasing to look at.

The head maid, noticing that Riorém was injured less than the others, began to replace the slaves one by one. 

They were all handsome young boys.

However, as I mentioned earlier, violence didn’t decrease until I lost interest in tormenting others. 

Of course, things might have been different if there had been more slaves as good-looking as Riorém.

Unfortunately, I couldn’t find another slave as pleasing to the eye as Riorém. 

Even though numerous slaves were replaced during this time, Riorém remained the slave who endured the least amount of beatings in Pelbiche Palace for nearly ten years.

Of course, it wasn’t that I didn’t torment Riorém. 

On the contrary, I was quite harsh with him.

For Riorém, it must have been quite difficult. 

Therefore, I wouldn’t have been surprised if he had killed me last night.

“Since he didn’t kill me, I guess it can’t be helped if he torments me as much as I tormented him.”

It was then that I thought about the man who had said he would make me his lowest slave. 

His face, which was much sharper and more dangerous than I remembered, carried a murderous aura.

I persistently tormented Riorém. 

I also enjoyed making things difficult for him.

But the truth was, none of the actions I took against him held much meaning for me once they were returned to me.

The same goes for the things done to me—violations and insults.

I was born of a noble bloodline, destined to give birth to a child worth as much as I did. 

Such acts couldn’t possibly make me feel humiliated.

In the first place, I don’t understand the difference between that and being violated by a slave.

If I were to differentiate, the greatest punishment for me was being thrown into boredom. 

For someone like me, who had a congenital lack of pleasure, nothing could be more torturous than monotony.

However, if what Riorém wanted was to make me his sex slave and humiliate me, that was still an unlikely task.

Boring sex would surely torment me, but… remembering Riorém’s expression from before, it seemed like a difficult thing for him to do.

“What is he thinking?”

It had been a long time since I was so curious about someone else’s thoughts. 

Of course, with my limbs bound to the bed, there was nothing else I could do.

The windows were all covered with curtains, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t tell the time. 

Compared to when I first woke up, the shadows had lengthened, and red light was seeping through the fluttering curtains. 

Evening was approaching.

Sexual desire was something that should be fulfilled at night. 

Naturally, bedroom slaves were mainly used in the evening.

Slaves used in the master’s private space are dressed up before use, so the maids would likely come soon to bathe me.

I waited for those who would release me. 

Then, as the shadows no longer crept under the curtains, and no light filtered through, just as I expected, a few women entered the bedroom.

While I bathed in a tub full of petals, the maids taught me how to please a man.

It was only after hearing that that I realized Riorém had not disclosed my true identity to them.

Sex education for the second princess of Peroa, who had been engaged six times? It was like teaching a fish how to breathe.

After finishing the bath, I returned to Riorém’s bedroom, wearing only a thin nightgown so revealing that I was nearly defenseless.

The maids laid me down on the bed and took out silk cords to tie my wrists together. 

This time both wrists were tied together and secured to the head of the bed.

The rest of the maids extinguished all the lights except for the scented candles, making the room dark.

Somehow, it felt more like an early night than a day of taking in a new slave.

After a short preparation, the maids all exited the bedroom.

I waited for Riorem in the silence. 

I knew instinctively that this wait would not be long.

Nevertheless, I was haunted by memories of six years ago.

I didn’t remember much of what Riorem had said.

But I still remembered his blue eyes as he stood between my legs and continued to masturbate without breaking his gaze.

‘You said you wouldn’t do it then.’

That night. 

Riorem just stared at me.

I pulled off my pyjamas and spread my legs, and he revealing a hideous cock that didn’t match his pretty face in the slightest.

So I allowed him to climb into bed. 

It wasn’t that I wanted him, or that he was special.

A slave who dared to fuck his master was enough of a turn-on for me, an innately free woman.

But Riorem refused. 

He even ran away from the castle within days.

And now, here he is, inviting me into his bedchamber.

It must have been then that I heard the sound of a cow.

Bam.

The flame of the scented candle flickered wildly in the sudden gust of wind. 

The cool night air hit my across my skin.

Jab, jab, jab.

I jerked my head up at the sound of bare feet on the dry floor. 

Moving like shadows.

It sounded nothing like Riorem’s footsteps.

‘Isn’t that Riorem?’

But then he appeared from the other side of the cubicle. 

He was still in his bathrobe.

I stood still and watched him. 

Each flicker of candlelight caught her still-damp.

But that wasn’t what caught my eye.


It was the way his loosely tied gown flapped with each step he took.

When I could see his face, even from my position on the bed, I could see his scarred face.

His chest was bare and his lower belly was exposed.

There was an erect lump of flesh between the gaping apron.
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The muscles were sharply defined along her pubis. 

The shadow of a woman’s belly hung over her wide belly button.

I stared at the sight in disbelief. 

As if sensing where my gaze was directed, the swollen glans spat out a glandular fluid.

Tud, tud, tud.

A trickle of cum splattered along Riorem’s path.

It was only when I heard the sound that I realised why Riorem’s gait was so unsteady. 

There was no way he could have walked as quietly as he normally did with that huge thing erect.

‘Hoh.’

I let out a small gasp of admiration.

I found it quite interesting that his height and shoulders weren’t the only things that had grown in six years. 

Or the fact that Riorem was getting overly excited about the situation.

My attitude should have annoyed him, but he didn’t react. 

His eyes were as blue as a winter lake, with a strange glint in them.

When he reached the side of the bed, I noticed that his face had a stupidly long glow.

He looked like a man walking to his grave, possessed by a demonic fire.

His piercing gaze brushed my flesh. 

It traced my cheeks, my lips, my collarbone, my sternum, in a silence that threatened to break at any moment.

The moment his gaze landed on my thigh, his throat rumbled loudly, and he drew in a breath as if in pain.

And with that, he lunged for the bed.

Instead of settling between my legs, he chose to clutch my knees. 

It was unexpected, but my attention was not on that.

It wasn’t until he touched me that I realised his hands were shaking.

The trembling didn’t stop as he spread my legs apart. 

If anything, it spread to his entire large, toned body.

Perfectly toned muscles rippled along my back. 

I stared at the spectacle with a watery gaze.

It was funny to be distracted by this, right before I was about to be impaled on a penis longer and thicker than my forearm, but….

It was so beautiful I couldn’t take my eyes off it.

‘Whoa, haaaa…….’

Ragged breath poured down my thighs. 

It was like the breath of someone who had been beating the shit out of me.

It was hot.

I lay still, waiting for Riorem’s hands to crush me.

It had been a while since I’d last been with a man, but not long enough for me to forget what this heat meant.

Besides, there was a strange sense of anticipation in seeing Liorem as a vanilla.

That hope, that maybe being forced to be mutilated would be more painful than I thought…….

It’s better to be sick than to be free.

Little by little, that longing begins to pool in my lower stomach.

But Riorem doesn’t press down on me or rip my pyjamas off. 

Instead, he grabs my thighs.

My lower half jiggled, jeopardising my position, and I forced myself to lower myself to my knees.

Down, down, down. 

His dry lips descended relentlessly over my thigh.

Sometimes it was just a pulsating vein across a single piece of flesh, sometimes it was deep enough to touch his groin.

So Liorem kissed my thighs dozens, maybe hundreds of times.

At first the contact was brief, just the sound of lips brushing against each other, but then it became longer, as if he were crushing the corners of my mouth.

My spine twisted. 

I don’t know if it was the heat of his lips on my thigh or the fact that Riorem’s excitement rubbed off on me.

Either way, I was certain that his unearthly heat had rubbed off on me.

Just as I was getting used to the sporadic bursts of pleasure, he buried his lips deep into my left thigh.

Something unfamiliar slipped in between the familiar touch.

‘Ah……!’

A tingling pain shot up my thigh. 

It was nothing like the heat that had been building. 

It was a sting with a clear intent.

Zap, zap.

Setting his teeth, Riorem sucked in the flesh. 

The white thigh squeezed into his lips like food to be drunk and swallowed.

‘Huh.’

Just as I frowned in pain, Riorem pulled his lips away. 

Spit-covered on his saliva-soaked skin.

‘…Haha.’

Looking at the marks I left behind, Riorem suddenly burst out laughing.

‘Fufu, fufu… Hahaha!’

Another round of unintelligible laughter followed.

It sounded more like he was struggling with exasperation than madness, and I almost thought he had decided to kill me.

I thought he had decided to kill me.

Then the laughter stopped. 

Riorem pushed himself up on his knees and got out of bed.

At first I thought he was pulling himself up. 

But no.

He wrapped his arms around my waist and fell back onto the bed.

On top of me was Rorem’s weight.

While I was trapped between the man’s hard body and the pillow, he buried his face in the crook of my breastbone. 

At first he poked at the plump flesh with the tip of his high, pointed nose, then buried his face deeper.

Ouch.

Riorem drew in a long breath. 

The air that had been trapped between his breastbones was sucked out in an instant. 

I felt a chill.

‘Lady.

A hoarse voice murmured in my arms.

My shoulders tensed and shook involuntarily. 

It was the first time I’d heard Riorem’s voice, since I came here.

It was low, like an animal’s whine, and it made my nerves tense with pleasure. 

I opened my lips to answer Riorem’s call, but I could not. 

Because Riorem’s lips were on me again, this time nipping at my nipple.

Moist heat ran along the bump.

‘Ugh!’

A new moan escaped between my parted lips. 

It was a particularly sensitive spot to begin with.

Goosebumps broke out.

I could feel the texture of Riorem’s tongue and lips through my thin nightgown. 

I twisted my shoulders and groaned.

Every time he squeezed her erect nipples, I felt a sensation of melting down my spine. 

It was chilling indeed.

Then Riorem grabbed my breasts. 

As if to support the rounded mounds of flesh from underneath.

Despite this, his hands were still trembling. 

Even his caresses were a mess, as he was lost.

No, in the first place, he didn’t even seem to know what he wanted to do. 

He cupped my breasts as roughly as a water bag, then gently caressed them as if he were handling jewellery.

His lips parted another inch.

He would set his teeth and gently scratch my erect nipples, sometimes biting them until they hurt.

At other times, he would rub my drool-covered nipple with the inside of his lips, and at other times, he would remove his lips off her lips and rubbed them against her cheeks.

‘Hmph, hmph… Ouch, ah……!’

My moaning was also a mess.

I wasn’t sure if I was sobbing in pain or dripping with pleasure.

A single sound leaked out, uninterrupted.

A large hand crushed my breasts. 

At the same time, dry lips pecked at the tip of my nipple, and sucked on the tip of my nipple.

I couldn’t tell which I preferred, the pain or the sensation.

Funnily enough, Riorem’s breathing was worse than mine.

His hard chest puffed out irregularly, and the muscles in his neck remained rigid and stiff.
stiffened and refused to relax.

It occurred to me that maybe my reaction was turning him on. 

Riorem pulled the hem of my nightgown from my hand.

No… He ripped it off.

Tsk, tsk.

The soft fabric shredded in an instant. 

Perhaps Riorem had intended to rip it off, but the thin fabric was too fragile to withstand his rough touch.

My bare chest was exposed in the dim candlelight. I was obviously freshly bathed, but it was an ugly sight.

It was sticky and damp, as if greased with a mixture of sweat and saliva. 

It was as messy as the corners of Riorem’s mouth.

Yuck.

Riorem grabbed my breast again. 

The soft flesh squeezed between his fingers.

His scarred hands contrasted with the white, clean flesh. 

Lee stared at the sight.

Orem jerked her breast with all her might.

‘Ugh……!’

A nasal groan escaped her lips. 

This time it didn’t hurt as much.

Neither the crushing hands cupping her breasts, nor the fingers twisting and pinching her nipples, nor the unmistakable pleasure of obvious pleasure. 

Perhaps the touch had become more skilful than before.

Then Riorem pulled his hands away. 

I leaned back against the high pillows and looked down at him.

His gaze was fixed on the crimson handprint left on my chest. 

Somehow I knew what was coming.

‘Ah, ah!’

Riorem’s lips closed over the flesh. 


The man who had taken a handful of her breast into his mouth earlier and sucked on the flesh.

This time, however, he didn’t leave a mark. 

Perhaps it was because the flesh was softer and softer than the last bite.

Riorem must have realised it too, because the man’s arms pulled me into a crushing embrace.
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Knowing there was no escape, I didn’t even struggle. 

I simply watched as Riorém held me in place, leaving bright red marks on my chest.

With a strange, squelching sound, Riorém’s lips finally pulled away.

By then, a crimson mark—larger than my areola—had formed on my pale skin. 

The teeth marks tracing the round imprint were also painfully vivid.

“Hah… Hnng, ah… Aah…”

I gasped for breath. While my nipples had been teased before, this was the first time my chest had been sucked so relentlessly.

To think I’d only learn how stimulating this could be at twenty-eight…

‘And of all people, it’s Riorém teaching me.’

While I was lost in this strange realization, Riorém’s attention shifted to the stiff peaks standing taut. 

His calloused fingers pinched both nipples, rolling them between his palms.

“Hng… Mmh…”

A sluggish moan bubbled up from my throat.

This area had always been sensitive, but in my feverish state, the torment on my nipples was unbearably intense.

Then, Riorém took my left nipple into his mouth. 

His soft tongue licked and rubbed against the hardened bud.

The slick heat enveloping the tip… The scattered warmth of Riorém’s breath… It was too much.

“Hah… Ah… Nngh…!”

Moans spilled endlessly from my lips—unused to restraint. 

My breathing grew ragged, my gasps higher-pitched.

A shiver ran down my spine, cold yet intertwined with languid pleasure, seeping into my heart. 

Every nerve in my body stood on end.

Finally, I let out a breathless cry as pleasure, sharp enough to burst, consumed me.

“Hah… Nn… Ah…?”

A wet moan escaped. 

My eyelids burned, my face flushed.

This… had been an inevitable conclusion from the start.

My body was sensitive enough to climax from just a rough twist of my nipples—how could I endure the relentless flick of a tongue for so long?

With great effort, I opened my eyes to look at Riorém. 

Whether he was oblivious to my reaction or simply inexperienced with women, he remained fixated on my chest.

“Ri… orém…”

My voice, thick with heat, barely escaped my throat.

Since he had claimed me as his prize, he could do as he pleased… but personally, I wasn’t fond of prolonged foreplay.

Yet Riorém acted as though he couldn’t hear me, biting down on my flushed chest with a hungry mouth.

A damp heat trailed over my nipple.

My shoulders jerked reflexively, tension coiling through them.

It was a familiar sensation—one I’d felt before when drunk or high, my chest played with until I reached this state.

‘Though it’s never been this overwhelming…’

Riorém sucked on my nipple again with a shlurp. 

He could’ve bitten down harder, but his lips simply slid back over my flesh instead.

He’s really… so clumsy.

A man clumsy at caressing—when he suckled at my chest, the sensation was closer to tickling than anything else. 

But right now, even that was something I needed.

The heat between my legs was unbearable. 

If Riorem hadn’t been pinning me down, forcing my thighs apart, I would’ve already twisted them together, seeking relief in the pressure. 

But I couldn’t even indulge in that simple, desperate friction. 

Not with this man lost in the rhythm of my breasts, deaf to everything else.

So… As someone who’d once been his master, I supposed I had to teach him.

I ground my hips against Riorem’s thigh where it pressed over me. 

The damp fabric of my underwear slid against bare skin, and a stiff little peak—no less eager than my nipples—was crushed mercilessly between us.

“Hah…!”

A rough gasp escaped me before I could stop it.

Only then did Riorem finally pull his mouth away from my chest. 

I felt his gaze drop, searing a path down to where my thighs trembled.

“Mmm, ah—!”

Every drag of my clit over the hard ridge of his muscle sent lazy heat pooling low in my belly.

Overstimulated as I was, even the faintest pressure bloomed into thick, syrupy pleasure. 

My bound hands strained uselessly against their silken restraints.

Normally, I didn’t feel much from just this kind of touch. 

But whether it was the torment of denial or the vivid memories this man had etched into me, even the grind of his thigh beneath me sent sparks crackling under my skin.

Ah… Or maybe it’s because fragments of that night six years ago are creeping back.

“Ngh—ah, hah…”

“Rio… Rem…”

Huuuk.

Riorem drew a sharp breath. 

His tousled hair trembled, casting shadows over my stomach as he shoved my sleeprobe higher with his left hand.

Beneath the sheer, soaked fabric of my underwear, the swollen curve of me glistened. 

The stiff little bud nestled in that valley rubbed relentlessly against his bare thigh.

Plip.

Something warm dripped onto my lower belly. 

Our eyes snapped to it at the same time.

His cock twitched, thick and rigid. 

A viscous strand of fluid oozed from the slit of its flushed, fist-sized head—then dripped onto me again.

Riorem’s gaze flicked between his own arousal and the mess between my legs. 

The blue of his eyes had sharpened, nothing like the dazed hunger from earlier when he’d been lost in my chest.

Good. 

That meant he was flustered now. 

“I recognized that look—I’d seen it once before.”

Watching that scene, a long-buried memory naturally surfaced.

Late at night, Riorém would snack on my feet sticking out from under the blankets. 

The chill I felt when he lifted my sleepwear and spread my legs.

Even now, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from between my thighs—Riorém’s expression as he kept shaking his cock.

Perhaps Riorém was remembering something similar.

His cock twitched violently before he gripped the shaft in his hand. 

It was so thick that even his large hand could barely wrap halfway around it.

Thud, thud.

The way he stroked himself was closer to self-harm than mere masturbation. 

The movements were so rough that thin streaks of precum splattered everywhere—across his tensed lower abdomen, over my chest already slick with fluid.

It was… exhilarating.

“Ngh, ah, ah—ahh!”

From then on, I focused entirely on the pleasure. 

Tipping my head back, I let out a cry.

Every time my stiff, tense thighs rubbed against my clit, heat pooled in the lower half of my body. 

A dangerous excitement, teetering on the edge of explosion.

Thud, thud, thud, thud, thud.

Amid the waves of passion, the dull sound of friction filled the room. 

Once, we had watched each other from opposite ends of the room—now, we were indulging in pleasure so close, yet still distinctly separate.

That very foolishness only excited me… no, both of us.

My toes curled. 

The pleasure spreading from where Riorém touched me began to consume my entire body. 

I rocked my hips with all my strength—

But then, the unexpected happened. 

Riorém shifted his weight, pressing his thigh hard against my clit.

“…!”

I couldn’t make a sound. 

Instead, with my climax, a flood of slick gushed out.

The coiled heat erupted into tremors, seizing my lower belly, thighs, and toes. 

My entire body shuddered violently.

“Hah—”

Beyond my flickering consciousness, I heard ragged breathing. 

At the same time, something hot splattered onto my body—thick, pungent, barely recognizable as liquid.

It splashed across my torso, even my face, soaking my closed eyelids.

Dazed in the aftermath, I slowly opened my eyes. 

Strands of cum dripped from my lashes.

Riorém’s cock was still spurting. 

So much had built up that it oozed out in thick, viscous strands.

“Do you finally… understand where to touch…?”

Riorém stared intently at my face. His smoldering gaze still held something close to resentment—as if he hadn’t vented nearly enough.

Well, fair enough. 

After bringing me here, all he’d done was suck my breasts and jerk off.


I closed my wavering eyes. 

Riorém had been my servant for years, and for most of that time, he’d pleased me well. 

I’d intended to humor his desires within reason.

But… this was too much.
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My eyes gradually started to close, relinquishing their hold on the world around me, as if surrendering to the heavy weight of fatigue.

Initially, I felt a noticeable weakness in my waist, a gentle but undeniable signal of my diminishing strength, and in the mere blink of an eye, my once upright posture crumbled entirely, unable to maintain itself any longer.

The likely cause of this sudden decline in my physical state was my earlier indulgence in the sheer thrill of sexual pleasure, which I had pursued fervently but without having consumed a proper meal beforehand to sustain my energy.

Simultaneously, just as I recognized that my body lacked the vitality needed to continue, I sensed my consciousness beginning to fade away, as if it were slipping through my fingers like sand.

Thus, my very first experience of serving in the bedchamber concluded in an utterly reckless and insolent manner, leaving behind a profound impression that I would not soon forget.

As anticipated, when I finally managed to open my eyes, I found that Riorem was conspicuously absent from the space around me.

The bed itself remained undisturbed, exhibiting no signs of movement or any indication that someone had recently occupied it.

Naturally, one could speculate that he might have chosen not to bother with straightening out the blanket, which was in disarray due to various bodily fluids left in its wake…

However, understanding Riorem’s character and typical behavior, it was clear that he must have taken his leave the instant I slipped into unconsciousness.

Throughout our time together, I had observed that whenever he encountered a situation that was too much for him to handle or process, he consistently reacted in this manner.

“Getting up from the bed alone was expected…”

Still bound to the bed, I looked around the room with a sense of curiosity mixed with apprehension.

The room was quiet, but it wasn’t empty; there was an atmosphere that hinted at someone’s presence.

I was on the bed, my body restrained, and across from me, sitting casually at the coffee table, was a person I had never seen before, a stranger who stood out in this unfamiliar setting.

The person had the typical appearance of an Arete native, characteristic features that suggested a deep connection to her cultural roots.

Her skin was olive-toned, sun-kissed, radiating a warmth that seemed to capture the light of the room, and her eyes were gray, intriguing and reflective, holding a depth that drew my gaze.

Her light brown hair was neatly braided, reaching down her back, the braid meticulously crafted, indicating a sense of care in her appearance, adding to the aura of calm and mystery she exuded.

Unlike other Arete women, there was a notable absence of ornamentation in her hair.

While I was observing her, the unknown Arete woman cast a piercing glare in my direction.

Her gaze was both sharp and full of intellectual fervor.

That piercing look was the catalyst that prompted the question within me.

“Why is she here?”

I didn’t have any knowledge or information regarding her identity or background.

However, it wouldn’t be long before I would uncover the truth about who she really was.

Considering that she had the ability to enter the bedchamber during Riorem’s absence, it was highly probable that our paths would cross again in the near future.

Yet, I found myself grappling with a deep sense of confusion regarding her decision to remain by my side.

Especially since she appeared to possess a demeanor that would be far from intimidating towards a woman who was bound to a bed, in a state of partial undress…

At the very least, I noticed that the nagging frustration stemming from my unfulfilled desires seemed to have diminished somewhat.

There were so many fascinating events and situations unfolding one after the other.

It led me to ponder the possibility that disregarding my elder brother’s directive to end my own life, along with being pulled along by Riorem’s firm grasp, was beginning to yield some positive outcomes.

Just then, the door that led into the bedchamber swung open with unexpected suddenness.

This was a door entirely different from the one that Riorem had utilized the previous night—this particular entrance opened directly into the hallway.

“Teumesa.”

The largest door opened, and Riorem appeared, looking very displeased.

At Riorem’s call, the woman rose from her seat.

“I’ve been waiting, General.”

The woman greeted Riorem with a respectful bow, her gestures reflecting an acknowledgment of authority and position.

Her demeanor was much more collected and composed than I had anticipated, suggesting a level of professionalism and discipline that I hadn’t expected to encounter.

The expression on the woman’s face as she gazed upon Riorem was also markedly different from the image I had previously conjured in my mind.

Although there existed a palpable difference in the level of intimacy between the two, she managed to maintain a similarly dry and detached expression as the one she wore when she directed her gaze towards me.

In other words, it became evident that they weren’t engaging in any sort of bond characterized by camaraderie; rather, it was abundantly clear that she occupied a position within a superior-subordinate dynamic in relation to Riorem.

Only then did I become acutely aware of the woman’s attire.

Specifically, it was the stiff fabric of her clothing, meticulously pressed and showing the signs of daily wear and tear, that caught my attention.

I noticed there were no decorative elements such as epaulettes adorning her uniform, which had previously led me to overlook its significance, but it was unmistakably a military uniform.

“Waiting? For me?”

Riorem asked in a cold voice.

“Why would you be waiting for me? Shouldn’t you be at the palace in Dynamis, not here?”

“As soon as I found out what you brought, any discussions were meaningless. I had to immediately silence everyone in the expedition.”

“So, you came to my castle instead of attending the noble meeting I had to send my representative to?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

The woman responded to Riorem’s words with a composed, businesslike tone that suggested professionalism and focus. 

However, despite her outward appearance of calm, I observed that her shoulders were tense, indicating a hidden strain beneath her serene facade. 

This was not unexpected, considering the icy aura radiating from Riorem, which was so intense and penetrating that it seemed to slice through the very air around us, making the atmosphere feel uncomfortably charged. 

Nevertheless, the woman persisted in her discourse, maintaining her exterior composure and refraining from revealing any of her inner emotions.

“However, when I arrived at Dynamis Castle, it wasn’t the soldiers causing trouble. It was the maids and even the servants, who were stationed outside the bedroom.”

“Using cleaning as an excuse to see the woman the general brought, huh?”

“…So?”

“So what do you mean? The whole of Arete will hear that the general brought a woman with red hair and golden eyes, and you’re asking such questions?”

The woman’s voice faltered in an instant.

“What on earth are you thinking? I can understand, at the very least, why you chose the Principality of Peroa over the Kingdom of Messenia. But that woman…

At that moment, the woman turned to look at me.

Her gray eyes were filled with confusion.

“How could you let that woman live? To even bring her here…”

It was clear that she didn’t like my existence, but she didn’t seem to blame me at all.

She just seemed unable to comprehend the situation itself.

“There are still those who bring up your origins, aren’t there, General?”

“Teumesa.”

“No, in fact, those are not the issue. You know what the two other princesses of Peroa have birthed, don’t you, General?”

“Enough.”

“The most talented of the sisters will likely give birth to an even greater heir. That’s why the Duke keeps raising the price.”

“Teumesa Lavros.”

A low, bubbling voice echoed through the room.

Riorem, who had been standing by the door all along, began to move.

Clunk, clunk. 

The sound of his footsteps was even and measured, as though it had been timed.

Soon, Teumesa was completely hidden behind Riorem’s back.

“What are you trying to say, Teumesa?”

I turned my head and tried to look at Teumesa, who was standing opposite Riorem.

It was no use. 

All I could see from the bed was her pale, trembling hand.

“…This is the worst move. That woman’s existence is bound to be a threat to everything you’ve built, General.”

“You’re being presumptuous.”

Snap.

Teumesa grabbed her own clothing, her grip so tight that I could hear the fabric rippling from here.

A long silence followed, hanging in the air like a heavy fog, thickening the tension that enveloped the room.

A man who wanted to leave me in this room, abandoning me to confront whatever fate awaited, and a woman who didn’t even want to leave me alive, as if my very existence posed a threat to her plans.

The air grew sharp with a problem that couldn’t be compromised on, an issue so fundamental that any attempt at reconciliation felt futile and hollow.

But as expected, Teumesa was the first to wave the white flag, signaling her surrender to the impossible circumstances that surrounded us.

“…Then I will head to the capital. I need to attend the afternoon meeting where the main agenda will be discussed.”

Riorem didn’t respond.

He simply walked toward me as though his business with Teumesa was done.

Clack. 

From across the room, I could distinctly hear the sound of Teumesa grinding her teeth in a display of barely contained frustration.

Despite her audible presence, she was still nowhere to be seen within the confines of the room.

Nevertheless, I could already envision that she must have been sporting an even more furious expression than the one she had directed at me earlier.

However, at that moment, Teumesa found herself in a position where she couldn’t take any action to address her anger.

With a sudden release of pent-up emotion, she swung open the door that Riorem had entered through and stormed out of the room in a flurry of determination.

Bang.

The bedroom door slammed shut with a sharp sound that reverberated through the space, creating an echo that lingered in the air for a moment, emphasizing the suddenness of the action.

Despite the loud noise resonating around us, Riorem didn’t direct even a glance toward the now-closed door.

He simply maintained his intense gaze fixed upon me, unwavering and unyielding.

I could distinctly feel his icy blue eyes roving over my skin, almost like a physical touch, tracing the remnants of bodily fluids that had fallen on my lower abdomen and were visible beneath the thin fabric of my clothing.

It must have been an outrageously scandalous sight to behold, eliciting a mix of feelings within me.

In an effort to diffuse the tension in the air surrounding us, I decided to break the silence with a gentle remark, hoping to ease the heaviness of the moment.

“That was your mistake just now.”

“…What are you talking about?”

“The fact that no one entered the bedroom since dawn is entirely thanks to Teumesa, isn’t it? You just left.”

“Are you saying that’s my fault?”

“Of course it is. If it weren’t, the maids who can’t even manage to fix their hair properly would’ve helped clean up after me.”

Riorem stared at my face with an unreadable expression.

His expression seemed both baffled and, in a way, angry.

Fortunately, Riorem soon revealed his feelings.

“Is that all?”

A flicker of sharp light passed through his blue eyes.

“Does it not bother you at all? Just now, I left you alone and talked to another woman, didn’t I?”

I tilted my head out of habit, unable to comprehend his words.

“Shouldn’t it bother me?”

“Of course it should. I…

“You?”

“I am your master, aren’t I? The only reason you can even be here is because of me, the only one who holds power over you.”

Riorem let out a harsh breath.

“So how can you act like it doesn’t matter? To be ignored, left alone, and even spoken to in front of someone else?”

With long strides, he crossed the room and stood right next to the bed.

Had he just taken a bath? I could smell a faint scent of myrrh from him as he approached.

“Is this how it should be?”

Riorem’s face quickly twisted in frustration.


He must have realized that I didn’t understand a word he was saying.

“It was a woman I’d never seen before.”

“Yes.”

“That woman was allowed into my bedroom, and you didn’t care at all?”
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Why does he keep asking the same question? 

Does he think I’m not fully understanding the situation?

He shouldn’t be that unaware of how I think.

Besides, if that were the case, there’d be no need for him to be this desperate.

I recalled what Riorem had said before. 

This back-and-forth would only end once I figured out what he truly wanted from me.

Fortunately, the answer came to me quickly—because I’d been in similar situations a few times before.

I lifted my head and met Riorem’s eyes. 

He had clearly lost his composure, so I asked him in the gentlest voice I could muster.

“Did you want me to be jealous of Teumesia?”

Men often scorn women as creatures of jealousy, yet they get angry if that jealousy isn’t directed at them.

Maybe Riorem wanted something like that too.

At my words, Riorem let out a cold, bitter laugh.

“Ha.”

He buried his face in his hands. 

Then, as if washing it dry, he rubbed his face with his palms.

“That’s right… that’s what I wanted. Ah, from the very beginning.”

His dry voice crumbled and scattered, as if dissolving into his hands.

As if the situation weighed heavily on him, Riorem’s voice was quieter than usual, subdued.

“Just one more question.”

Then suddenly, he locked eyes with me.

“What else are you curious about, Riorem?”

“Do you really feel nothing, thinking back on what happened last night?”

It was a much more direct question.

This time, I immediately understood what Riorem wanted. 

He wanted me to be upset about what had happened.

He wants me to feel hurt about being left alone, especially because he only cared about another woman.

It wasn’t something I couldn’t say.

I had always been the one to tolerate many things about Riorem. 

Even now, when he had destroyed my country and dragged me into his bedroom, that hadn’t changed.

But—

“Nothing happened that was special enough to feel strongly about, don’t you think?”

I shrugged lightly, as if genuinely regretful.

What I truly felt was more akin to pity.

It was closer to a master teaching a slave how to pleasure herself.

The way Riorem had lost control and lunged at me was intriguing, but it wasn’t thrilling or enjoyable enough to be called anything more.

“I see.”

His response was unexpectedly dry.

Riorem slowly climbed onto the bed. 

Creak, creak. 

Each step he took made the frame groan precariously.

Before long, a hot hand grabbed my chin.

“Now I understand. It was because I never made your place clear to you that you’ve become this arrogant.”

“What are you—”

“Fine, then. Let me make it clear.”

Crack. 

His grip on my chin tightened.

The man who had silenced me rose to his feet. 

His broad, sturdy shoulders blocked the sunlight pouring through the window, casting a deep shadow across my chest.

In a dry whisper, he said:

“What I couldn’t do properly yesterday…”

Riorem knew he was overreacting. 

He was aware that he was wasting energy on something that didn’t warrant this much emotion.

But he couldn’t stop. 

No matter how deeply he breathed, the rage that had surged to his throat refused to subside.

On the contrary, it felt like it was tightening around his neck—like fingers clenching with heat.

“Huh… mm… aaah!”

As he stirred his fingers, sweet moans escaped me. 

It was always like this whenever Riorem moved his wrist.

Even his clumsy exploration inside me, or when he rubbed my clit with his thumb—it didn’t matter. 

The woman in his arms always reacted to the slightest stimulus.

That raw, honest response—perhaps that was what made Riorem feel the most wretched.

It really did feel like being strangled.

He had expected this, in a way.

Chernéa didn’t like people. 

A woman like that, who would endure the hassle just to keep seeing a man—he had figured that maybe this act did bring her some pleasure.

Eventually, he started to imagine things.

Chernéa, writhing in pleasure. 

Her precious body taking in a man, crying out beneath him.

He had imagined it so vividly, so many times, that now he could get hard just by picturing her lying in bed.

Even now, it’s the same.

Riorem ground his teeth.

Truthfully, he didn’t even fully understand what he wanted from her.

It was a side effect of having lived his entire life as a slave.

He had never had the right to think for himself, so now he couldn’t even identify his own desires.

But there was one thing he was sure of.

Riorem wanted Chernéa to feel hurt. 

To be upset that he had left after they shared a moment of ecstasy.

But Chernéa felt nothing.

She had merely watched as he talked to another woman—and even defended Teumesia.

It wasn’t fair.

He was being tormented by so many memories, while she wasn’t even swayed by the man standing right in front of her.

Even when dressed in humiliating clothes, bound to a bed.

Even when another woman entered the bedroom.

That was what made it all so wretched.

I wasn’t expecting anything in particular. 

He was my master. as he did to my master, Chernea.

Riorem slid another finger in. 

The callused, gnarled finger slipped in, and the hole gaped open tightly.

It was brief.

The inner walls cringed, and then, in a flash, warm, wet heat oozed out. 

The fluid quickly soaked Riorem’s fingers.

Chernea let out a low sigh.

Her vaginal walls clamped down on his two fingers, as if she’d always struggled with his penetration. 

By then, her juices were dripping down the back of his hand.

Juices dripped down the back of his hand.

Riorem looked down at the sight.

Chernea’s nightgown covered the mound. 

But the fabric was so thin.

He could see her fingering her pussy as if it were a tasty treat.

I can’t believe you were left alone in the bedroom all night in such a defenceless state.

‘It’s purely because of Teumesia that no one has been in the bedroom since dawn, isn’t it? Because you
just walked out.

Chernea’s words came back to him.

Lorem had fled from the bedroom as soon as Chernea had lost consciousness.

It wasn’t like he could order anyone to stay out of the bedroom. 

His head didn’t even roll that far.

His head didn’t even roll.

In the first place, she hadn’t even been able to keep her eyes open.

Last night, I was out of my mind. 

I was so intoxicated by the fact that this woman was in my bed.

I was half out of it before I even opened my bedroom door.

It didn’t take me long to let go of the remaining string.

She was wrapped like a gift and lying on her own bed. 

She graciously offered me to let me climb onto her bed.

How could I just stare at that, something I’d coveted my whole life?

My stomach twisted at the thought. 

Something swells in the back of my throat that I don’t know if it’s anger or resentment.

I don’t know, but something simmered in the pit of my stomach.

After all that happened yesterday, why are you still here, unmoved and untouched?

Why aren’t you still there?

The question rose to the back of his throat.

But Riorem wouldn’t let any of it come out of his mouth. I had to be serious.

Only a canned, emotionless answer would come back.

‘Well, you’ve lost your mind… or something like that.

Grunt. 

His molars grinded together with a heavy sound.

Riorem wrapped his left arm around Chernea’s waist. 

Holding her lower body tightly against his.

Holding her lower half firmly, he drove his fingers deep inside.

His fingers jabbed roughly inside. 

There was a popping sound.

‘Aaaah!’

A sharp squeal echoed through the room.

Squeak, squeak.

The water splashed back and forth, making lustful noises.

But then, Chernea let out a moan that was more like a scream.

‘Aaaaang……!’

On that cue, her vaginal walls began to wriggle and spasm.

Wack. 

Her juices spurted out like fruit on the floor. 

The pressure squeezed Riorem’s fingers.

Rock joint, engulfing it completely.

Chernea shuddered violently. Her beautiful face contorted into a mess.

As if holding on to avoid being swept away by something.

Riorem swallowed hard.

It was a strange feeling. 

A mere finger, not made to feel sexual, touching this thing.

A mere finger, not made to feel sexual.

In the face of pleasure, Chernea was so helpless. 


Maybe it wasn’t even him.

Is the only weakness of a strong woman.

That fact gave Riorem a certain sense of superiority.

‘And all you did was snap your fingers?’
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Riorem tightened his arms around Chernea. 

Chernea’s body, held firmly in place, stirred uneasily, as if she had a premonition of something.

Riorem flexed his fingers inside her. 

The muscles had been stiff throughout the long climax.

‘Uh, sleep, wait……!’

Chernea’s head snapped up. It was a rare emotional reaction. 

Perhaps her luck hadn’t run out yet.

As if to reward the look, Riorem flicked his wrist roughly.

‘Hm, ha, ang… Ah!’

Chernea screamed.

The hooked fingers dug into her insides. 

Spasm after spasm, tooth after tooth.

Spasm after spasm.

Riorem felt something hot clench tightly around her clit.

Chernea Antonietta del Ferroa moaned, her back twisting. 

His master, reaching out to me with a benevolent gesture, just a finger.

How futile.

Riorem extended another finger. 

He rubbed the point of his vagina against the ceiling.

‘Aaah, aaah, aaah, aaah!’

‘You’re holding your chin up in a cheeky way… You crumble so easily with just a little nudge here.’

As if trying to escape the pleasure, Chernea rolled her legs on the bed. 

The movement pushed the hem of her nightgown, soaked with sweat and bodily fluids, up over her stomach.

Riorem’s gaze fell on the exposed mound. 

A small bump jutted out from beneath the plumpness.

Suddenly, the memory of last night, scattered like shrapnel, came back to me.

The moment when I thrust my legs up, mesmerised by the heat rubbing against my thighs.

The groan that sounded like a woman’s scream as she was crushed in the groin. 

The shuddering of her smooth thighs.

…and the tiny bump that was crushed between them.

Riorem’s thumb stroked her labia. 

It felt slippery, like it was sliding through her slimy juices.

Soon his thumb was rubbing against the pointed bump.

‘Hic!’

Chernea made an odd sound at the sudden stimulation.

Her back arched wildly in his arms.

Riorem didn’t stop rubbing her clit. 

The woman twisted her hips as if she was getting off.

The writhing inner walls swallowed Riorem’s fingers. 

Aaahhhh. 

It was a stronger response than Nara had ever experienced.

‘This is it.

The corner of Riorem’s mouth lifted.

He knew it instinctively. 

This was the woman’s weakness.

The flaw in this sturdy wall of a woman, incapable of feeling most human emotions.

Riorem pulled Chernea’s body up onto the pillow. 

Naturally, he was positioned lower than before.

Between her legs.

He glanced at her pussy. 

A ridiculous thought filled his head, that a pussy soaked with obscene moisture was beautiful.

So, out of instinct, I took the clit in my mouth.

‘Huh!’

Chernea moaned sharply.

The bump was surprisingly hot and wet. 

It looked as if it had been coated with his juices while he was probing inside the hole.

Riorem rolled his tongue over the bump. 

He licked up the mess and replaced it with his own saliva.

After that, I was a little lost. 

I didn’t know what to do, so I just sucked on the clit like I wanted to.

.!’

Chernea let out a muffled scream. 

A gush of juices ran down the back of Riorem’s hand.

Biting, sucking, lips curled, swallowing, teeth set, biting weakly.

The methods that flashed through Riorem’s mind tormented Chernea’s clit in no particular order.

Her juices flowed in a steady stream. 

It was now a mess on Riorem’s wrists and down his shirt.

Chernea screamed, her hips bucking wildly. 

The soft walls of her vagina wriggled, clamping down on his fingers.

Then Chernea’s body went stiff and rigid.

At the same time, a stream of water gushed out from the tiny hole below her clitoris.

The clear liquid spilled over Riorem’s chest arm. 

It ran down her wrist.

Li smelled something stronger than the liquid.

Riorem hastily pulled her lips away.

Push-push-push.

The fluid spilled onto the bed with a sound like the air being knocked out of it.

‘Hmph, hmph, ugh… Haaaaa…….’

Chernea gasped. 

Her lower stomach flattened out, a stream of water bobbing shook with each flat breath.

Chernea’s form finally came into view, and it was a mess.

Every inch of bare skin was red with veins bulging through the transparent white skin.

Riorem slowly lifted her head.

Past the mounds of bile, past the heaving chest pecs, to the lean face,

There, dishevelled, was Chernea.

Her face, without make-up, was flushed with fever. 

Her lashes were curled over her golden eyes.

The moment I saw it. 

Action no longer passed thought.

Riorem withdrew his finger. 

His fingers, still wet, clenched between Chernea’s thighs.

He buried his lips in her flesh.

A stream of water ran over the sheets and shot into Riorem’s mouth. 

He gulped it all down.

Swallowed it all. 

It tasted sour and sweet at the same time.

But it came out quickly. 

He’d been watching too long.

It was a pity. 

No, it was a waste.

I should have kept it in my mouth and rolled it around on my tongue for a long time instead of swallowing it straight away.

Then a voice in my head said.

‘Then why don’t you just do it cheaper?’

As soon as he realised what it meant, Riorem moved his lips. 

This time, it was over the hole.

Although the fountain of water had stopped gushing, her pussy was still dripping.

He swallowed all that came out, but it wasn’t enough to hold it in his mouth like before.

He stuck his tongue inside. 

He scraped the inner walls and swallowed all the oozing fluid into his mouth.

All the while, her vaginal walls spasmed incessantly. 

All the heat and tension in her vaginal walls pooled together.

And began to squeeze against Riorem’s tongue.

It felt like it was going to break. 

So, out of instinct, Riorem pressed the tip of his nose firmly against the clitoris.

It was the right answer.

‘Hmph.’

Chernea’s thighs quivered in his hands.

As Chernea’s grip on her lower belly loosened, Riorem’s tongue slipped inside.

He swallowed the last of her juices.

Gulp, gulp.

With an exaggerated sound, the fluid slid down the back of his throat.

When he thought he was done, he moved his tongue again. 

He knew just where to rub it.

I knew where.

I scratched the underside of my clitoris, where the heat was tightly clustered.

The walls of her vagina twitched slightly under the relentless stimulation, and her juices flowed again, like a never-ending, endless spring.

At this point, however, Chernea’s body couldn’t take it anymore.

It was over.

‘Aaahhhh… Aaaaah…….’

Chernea gasped for air. 

Her whole body was hot from the successive climaxes.

Tears streamed down the corners of her eyes from the feverish heat that had finally set in. 

A never-ending stream.

They were physiological tears, the kind that pour from the body to cool down.

The wetness caught him.

He swallowed hard.

This inhuman woman is a creature, and she weeps like this.

The realisation struck him so hard that he pulled his face away from the mound.

Riorem pushed himself up, and even as he slowly made his way back across the bed, Chernea’s tears did not stop.

A single tear rolled down her cheek and dripped onto her nightgown.

Riorem stole the drop with his finger. 

He brought it to his mouth.

It was salty and warm. 

It was indeed a tear.

The moment he tasted it on the tip of his tongue, he ejaculated.

The untouched ejaculation was pretty rough. 

The spilled cum soaked the front of his trousers.

The cum soaked the front of his trousers and leaked out.

Drip, drip, drip. 

A stream of cum dripped down Chernea’s lower belly.

‘Hmph, ha, ha… Ha.’

All the while, Chernea could barely catch her breath. 

Exhaustion washed over her from the pleasure

She had no strength left to lift a finger.

Riorem studied her face.

Slowly, he lowered his face. 

He brought his lips to Chernea’s cheek and stuck out his tongue.

The moisture on my tongue was salty. 

Unable to hold back any longer, he licked the tear that mimicked Chernea’s.

Then I licked up the drool. 

Everything from her chin to the corners of her mouth.

As if that weren’t enough, he ran his fingers through her long, salt-soaked eyelashes. 

Nothing.


It was like she was possessed by something.

Only after he had drained all of her fluids did Riorem pull himself up.

Chernea’s body went limp as a result. 

Her eyes were closed tightly, as if she had fainted while Riorem licked her face.
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Riorem’s gaze lingered on the only piece of flesh he couldn’t put in his mouth. 

Her lips were slightly parted.

I ran my fingers over the only flesh he couldn’t bring to his mouth.

I pressed firmly against his saliva-stained lips, revealing the bright red flesh inside.

It was his tongue.

Riorem ejaculated again without jerking off. 

His erect cock spat out a stream of cum that soaked the front of his trousers and his shirt and dripped onto the bed.

It happened several more times after that.

It was then that Riorem realised he had no talent for taming slaves. 

He had tried, but he hadn’t made much progress.

Of course, ringing Chernea was easier than he thought. 

All I had to do was slip my finger inside and suck on her clit.

It was fun to watch her squirm and sag helplessly as her juices flowed down and out. 

It felt like confirmation that she was under his control.

But that shallow sense of superiority vanished when Chernea woke up.

Despite being so ugly, Chernea didn’t stir.

Except when I was sucking her cunt, she still wore a blank expression.

Of course, the woman’s emotional range was small, but it was clear that she hadn’t submitted to him.

Yes, submission.

In the last few days, Riorem had become vaguely aware of what he wanted.

He wanted Chernea to submit to him. 

He wanted her to submit to him.

Just as his whole life had been.

But Chernea would not submit at all.

No matter how obsessively he tormented her, she remained the same. 

If anything, she looked disgruntled.

Yesterday was no different.

‘Again, is this… the end?’

Gasping for breath from the succession of climaxes, Chernea managed to form a perfect sentence.

It was the same reaction to being fingered until she passed out.

At first, I wondered if she was unhappy with her treatment. 

I was glad she was. 

I’d been rough with her to make sure she was.

But no, something was strangely different. 

Something was wrong, so much so that his damned slavishness made him want to relieve her.

So Riorem concentrated on taming Chernea’s body.

He had her as a bedroom slave, after all.

Then I got a glimmer of what I wanted.

Riorem had done everything he could to have Chernea.

Running away from the duchy, living as a mercenary, risking his life for a coin, searching for talent.

But once I got my hands on Chernea, I didn’t know what to do with it. 

I’d never thought of anything more than getting her.

But after tearing the sturdy woman to shreds, everything became clear.

Riorem didn’t want to be at Chernea’s whim or mercy. 

Rather, he wanted to bend her.

‘So now you will bend to my whims.

Dawn was just breaking.

Riorem stood by the bed and smiled.

On the bed was Chernea. 

Her eyes were slightly puffy from crying until dawn.

Riorem’s days were always long. 

After a lifetime of getting up early and going to bed late, he was now incapable of sleeping in.

Chernea’s days, on the other hand, always started slowly. 

She was mostly used at night.

‘She was never an early riser to begin with.

Riorem scooped Chernea up in his arms.

She didn’t open her eyes as he carried her naked across the room. 

All night long.

It was Hin’s fault. 

Normally, she would have been awake already.

Riorem made his way to the other side of the bedroom, where the bath was ready.

After checking the water temperature out of habit, Riorem lowered Chernea into the tub. 

The fluid spread quickly in the bathwater.

After Chernea’s neck was resting against the tub, Riorem stood up.

He reached for his cock, which was still standing erect.

He thought about jerking off with Chernea as a side dish, but he didn’t need to.

‘Mmm.’

The moment I took the pole in my hand.

A boiling groan escaped from his throat.

At the same time, his glans erupted with pre-cum. It poured over Chernea’s face.

‘Mmmm.’

Chernea furrowed her brow.

Long lashes flutter for a moment. 

Golden eyes peeked out from beneath the eyelids.

Before Riorem’s head could take in the sight, another spurt of cum shot out.


Chernea crumpled her forehead. 

She must have realised the nature of the sticky liquid that was pouring down my face.

Riorem, who had been watching, spoke with a chuckle.

‘Get up, we’re going outside today.’

Riorem poured clean water over Chernea’s head. 

The thick semen washed away.

After a few more repetitions, there was no more fluid.

Riorem pulled out a sponge soaked in soapy water. 

His red hair glistened with wetness.

He removed the rock and began to wipe his shoulder, which was still covered in gnash marks.

It wasn’t hard, though it was his first time. 

In the first place, cleaning yourself was much easier than washing with water.

‘I guess I won’t have to call a maid.

So far, Teumesia’s chosen maid had washed Chernea. 

A capable lieutenant.

Well, Teumesia was good at choosing people.

Of course, it wasn’t that she was trying to hide Chernea from the servants; she just wanted to keep her to herself for a while.

In fact, I had originally planned to wash her myself.

If it weren’t for the fact that he had to wash himself after every ejaculation while still clothed.

I would have done this.

Of course, I don’t know if this woman has any feelings of shame or misery.

She may not see much difference between being attended to by numerous maids and being washed by a man.

But at least, I wanted her to know that she was no longer in a position to change servants at will.

‘I’m sure he’s at least that uncomfortable.’

Chernea said nothing as she finished washing Riorem’s body. 

Her irritation was was obvious.

But Riorem didn’t care.

The announcement was unilateral in the first place. 

He didn’t need Chernea’s answer.

He was the master now.

From now on, Chernea would not be able to choose her favourite balm or soak in the tub as long as she wanted.

Rinsing off the soapy water, Riorem lifted Chernea out of the tub. 

Then, He wrapped her in a large towel from the bedside table.

Ordinarily, I wouldn’t have even given her a towel. 

But the last thing he wanted was to soak the carpet.


He set Chernea down on the sofa.

In front of the couch hung several of Riorem’s clothes. 

All of them in the same room where Chernea slept.

The other of the two rooms that connected to the bedroom was a large walk-in closet.

It was probably the room reserved for the castle’s mistress.

Riorem was not yet able to take a wife, so he had bought a few women’s clothes before his departure.

They were all chosen according to his taste.

There was a large selection of clothes in the closet, but Chernea would never see them. 

She wouldn’t be allowed to leave her bedroom without Riorem’s permission.

Even if, like today, she does need to go out. 

The right to choose Chernea’s clothes now belonged to her master, Riorem, not to her.

Even while she was choosing her outfit for the day, Riorem never asked for her opinion.

Chernea’s opinion.

He would rather listen to Teumesia’s opinion, which was that she should wear a large veil to hide the colour of your hair and eyes.

Lorelem spent a long time going back and forth between her dress and veil.

Chernea, who had been watching, finally spoke up.

‘Are you picking out what I’m going to wear, Riorem?’

Her voice was slightly hoarse, suspicion in her tone.

‘Yes, I am, but do you have any complaints?’

‘Do you really think it’s necessary for you to do such a thing?’

‘Of course not, because now you don’t even have the right to choose the dress.’

As if he didn’t want to hear any more, Riorem turned away.

A moment later. 

Riorem pulled out a dress. 

Chernea loves colourful designs.

It was a dress Chernea would never have chosen.

Golden eyes studied the dress before me.

The design itself was plain and boring, but it wasn’t boring because of the material.

It was the material of the dress.


The dress was made of two layers of fabric. 

The white fabric was sewn with lace woven with similar coloured threads.

Seeing it, Chernea tilted her chin.

‘You’re going to dress me in that?’
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Riorem did not reply.

Chernea stared at the dress as he dried her off and dressed her in her underwear.

If what Riorem wanted was to keep my bedroom slave covered, it served the purpose.

It didn’t reveal any skin at all, even double wrapping around my bare skin.

But that wasn’t Riorem’s main purpose, in Chernea’s opinion.

Perhaps he brought modest clothing to remind me of my diminished status.

If that’s the case, that dress was a poor choice. 

It’s modest, yes, but not plain.

The fabric was bleached and snow-white, and the lace was hand-knitted. 

Everything looked expensive.

But then I realised why Riorem had chosen that dress.

There’s no way Riorem, who has no taste for expensive, fine things, would have recognised the enormous amount of work that went into this dress.

So when Chernea asks Riorem, ‘Are you sure you want me to wear it?’ it’s not because of the cost of the length.

Chernea glanced back at the man tying the waistband of my petticoat. 

Tying the knot seemed familiar to him, perhaps because it was his job to take off and put on my shoes.

‘But… A white lace dress and a big white veil.’

Not like a bride heading down the aisle.

Riorem led Chernea out of the mansion.

He could have shown her the mansion first, but he preferred to wander around the castle.

The idea of showing Chernea the estate had come to him a few days ago.

All that Riorem himself had built, to be precise.

For one thing, he only brought one horse. 

It wasn’t as if Chernea, who had never ridden anything other than a carriage in her life, would be able to ride a horse in the first place.

The horse left the manor grounds in a flash. 

It seemed to be in good spirits, its gait light despite having two people in the saddle.

Due to its geographical location, Dinamis Castle had very well-paved roads. 

For a warhorse on the battlefield, it would have been like walking on clouds.

But Chernea found it difficult to stay in the saddle.

The roughness of the steed’s ride caused her to lose her balance repeatedly. 

Her body swayed between the two arms that held the reins.

Eventually, Riorem wrapped one arm around her waist and held her steady. 

The horse had a strong forward momentum and was not easy to handle with one rein, but it was better than watching Chernea fall.

Despite her efforts, Chernea was exhausted before they reached the village.

Regardless, Riorem dismounted at the mouth of the village. 

He intended to make Chernea walk.

It would be better for him to get a feel for the vastness of the estate.

Of course, it wasn’t easy for him.

As they walked toward the village, Chernea staggered, her slender frame swaying wildly.

Outside the village, the olive trees and vines were in full swing. 

They were clearing away the winter’s overgrowth and climbing the ground.

Even as they staggered along, Chernea’s gaze never left the woodland that ran along the mountain’s ridge.

It was to be expected, all humans of that damned bloodline are weak to new things.

And the Kingdom of Arete is different from the Duchy in every way.

It was quite a provocation for a woman who suffered from a morbid sense of freedom.

Riorem lifted the corners of her mouth.

Chernea’s steps grew more and more precarious as they neared the village. 

She was exhausted and distracted.

There was also a problem that Riorem hadn’t figured out.

Chernea glanced down at her feet.

The gravel and stones that paved the road were wearing away at the soles. 

Especially, the heels, made of a few pieces of leather, were already tattered at the seams.

Normally, a little careful walking would have solved this problem. 

After all, she’d spent decades of abusive training to walk gracefully in any situation.

But Chernea’s stamina had been mostly drained last night.

Riorem had been particularly insistent last night. 

He sucked on a candle until it was blown out, and Chernea passed out.

That’s why she didn’t wake up when he set her down in the bath.

There was no way she could have walked the hard, uneven path in those uncomfortable shoes.

And then Chernea put her left foot down.

Tuduk.

I heard the thread snap and the precarious seam burst open. 

The leather that had formed the heel of the shoe scattered.

At the same time, the soles of her feet slipped and slid as she lost her footing.

Her body swayed wildly, then began to fall backwards.

A strong arm snatched her around the waist.

Chernea struggled to regain her balance, only to be thrown off balance once again by the arm that wrapped around her.

Once again.

Pow.

With a dull thud, Chernea was instantly trapped in Riorem’s arms.

Riorem spoke in a cold voice.

‘Can’t you even walk upright?’

Chernea looked up shakily at the man who had picked her up.

‘Of course, I would walk better if my shoes were still on, or if you had put me to bed last night.’

‘Who cares about shoes…….’

Riorem’s gaze fell to Chernea’s feet.

Then his eyes caught sight of the mangled pieces of leather.

Riorem felt his heart sink.

They were a good buy, but he’d handpicked them. 

If they were falling apart like that, it must have been a long time since the stitches had begun to loosen.

‘How long has it been like this?’

‘I’m not sure, but I think the seams were already bursting by the time we saw the vineyard.’

‘Well… No, why didn’t you tell me in the first place? You’re weird, not stupid, aren’t you?’

‘Are you blaming me, Riorem? It’s bad form to blame others for your embarrassment.’

Riorem gritted his teeth.

It’s so cavalier to pretend it was someone else’s fault when you almost tripped yourself. 

I’m sorry, but I’m sick and tired of it.

Dark blood or light, all who carried the blood of the Serpantovs were like that.

That might be the perfect personality for a monarch. 

But to Riorem. 

Only seemed to lack humanity.

It was a free-for-all, and in the end, even the pain he sought was an irritant.

Even pain is a stimulus, and he seeks it out.

That’s why Riorem had rejected Chernea in the past.

When Chernea allowed him to climb into bed, Riorem was out of his mind. 

He couldn’t think of anything but wanting to touch her.

I wanted to touch her somehow, and all I was allowed to see were ten rosy-headed toes and soles that were white and smooth, even in the deepest pockmarks. 

All I had were protruding peach bones and a shapely ankle.

But Riorem had been one of Chernea’s longest-serving slaves, so there was no way he wouldn’t know.

I had no choice.

A slave in heat might be exciting to me at the moment, but as I got used to the sex and the stimulation wore off.

My master would surely forget himself.

‘But not now.’

‘There’s no point in you getting tired of it now, because I am the master.’

Riorem forced down the anxiety that rose in me.

He scooped Chernea up into his arms. 

Then he set her down on the saddle of the horse he had been leading.

Then I tried to give her a simple lesson on how to ride, and to my surprise, she sat steadily in the saddle.

‘Do you know how to ride a horse?’

‘As far as riding goes, yes, I’ve learnt.’

‘Then why were you-‘

Riorem suddenly fell silent.

He suddenly remembered what Chernea had said.

‘If you hadn’t bullied me so much yesterday, I wouldn’t have fallen.’

In the end, Riorem said no more.

The speed of their journey increased, and they soon reached the village.

Upon entering, several of the villagers recognised Riorem and bowed to him.

Their gazes soon turned to the woman on Riorem’s horse.

The woman’s face was obscured by a large veil, but the chin and lips beneath it were quite beautiful.

I could tell from her chin and lips alone that she was quite beautiful.

One, then two, then all eyes were on the woman in the white dress.

But no one spoke to her. 


No one dared to ask Riorem who she was.

No one even looked at her.

No wonder. 

He had suffered so much to earn this dignity.
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No one resented the fact that their lord was a slave beneath them anymore. 

Even those who took great pride in the fact that they were from Dinamis could not stand up to Riorem.

Dinamis Castle was Riorem’s second grant from the king.

It was also the closest to the royal capital.

This meant that the lord of Dinamis was either the king’s closest confidant or someone of similar status to the king.

Dinamis Castle was originally held by one of the king’s cousins. 

Being a foreigner and a mercenary, it was not a fief that Riorem could take over.

So at first, neither King Arete nor Riorem thought of granting Dinamis, which had become vacant after the lord’s death, to Riorem. 

The nobility would surely rebel.

Besides, Riorem wasn’t just any mercenary.

From the time he was a mercenary, Riorem had made no secret of his origins, so everyone knew that he was the third-clan slave of the Second Princess of Peroa.

For this reason, the first estate he was given was over a mountain range.

But eventually, King Arete gave him the castle. 

Rather than preying on his weaknesses, it was far more profitable to keep him where he could be easily summoned and called upon whenever he needed him.

It was the greatest thing he had ever done.

‘Though it’s made me a lot of trouble, of course.

Soon they reached the marketplace.

The market was permanent. 

The number of people coming and going was constant every day. 

The goods for sale were almost always the same.

Still, a stranger to the market would not know that the goods were there yesterday.

Riorem quietly studied the woman on the saddle.

Her expression was barely visible through the veil.

If anything, her movements were more aggressive than usual.

Chernea’s eyes darted around her surroundings. 

She had rarely been outside the duchy, let alone the marketplace, so everything was new to her.

‘Yes, admire it.’

Riorem watched her, feeling quite uplifted.

I’ve been desperate for this. 

Anything I could do to increase my value.

I was desperately greedy. 

I killed viciously and survived desperately. 

And when that wasn’t enough, I grabbed whatever goods and power I could find.

That was why he was looking back at his estate now.

‘Don’t strain your legs, you’ll fall.’

‘Oh, I’ve been looking too hard.’

The shadows beneath her veil made it nearly impossible to see Chernea’s expression.

But Riorem had no doubt that those piercing golden eyes were taking in every detail of this street.

Besides, unlike Riorem, Chernea was honest.

‘I’ve never seen anything like it.’

Her red lips twitched.

‘You drink a different flavour of tea here than we do. Goat’s milk, perhaps? The Duchy
I’m not that far from the duchy.’

Perhaps it was because of her more restricted upbringing than the average noblewoman, but Chernea found even the simplest things interesting.

Come to think of it, I suppose I used to be like that. 

Who else would have been so interested in a Seth slave who stole the towel I wiped my feet with and masturbated to it?

So I wanted it.

I wanted it because it came to me first, on a subject I dared not lay my eyes on.

I wanted to be the one who could open the door to the bedroom, not the one who hid in the bedroom at the behest of a benevolent master.

The idea of paying for it also began. 

I wanted to be able to pay the enormous price that the Grand Duke had set for me, to have the right to monopolise Chernea Antonietta del Peroa.

So I endeavoured not to be a slave, not to be a mercenary, not to be a man in need of money, not to be a foreign soldier who had just been given a castle, not to be a man with no authority.

Until he realised that even then, he’d never be good enough for the Grand Duke to hand over Chernea…..

And he didn’t even need a reunion to realise it. 

Reality had denied him as much power as he could ever hope to gain.

Because of that flag running up now.

‘General Riorem!’

He thought he heard the sound of hooves somewhere, and then a man on horseback rode out from the other side of the market.

The horse and rider were swift in their movements, but they were not knights of Castle Dinamis.

After all, Dinamis is on a river, so it tends to be quite humid. 

That man’s wife rarely got covered in rum dust.

That meant the man was from outside.

Perhaps from the nearest city.

The man who had found Yonquedo Riorem approached the two. 

A flagpole extended from the saddle, the flag fluttered in a lightning bolt.

‘General Riorem, there you are.’

The man dismounted and bowed stiffly to Riorem. 

As he did so, the man revealed an object in his arms.

It was a parchment with a seal.

Riorem’s face contorted as he saw it.

The man’s precious parchment and the seal on the outside confirmed it.

It was the king’s messenger.

‘The ruler of this land, the wise and prudent Lord of Arete, seeks you.’

‘For what?’

Riorem asked, his voice cold.

As if familiar with Riorem’s reaction, the messenger replied.

‘A report from the last expedition, of course.’

The messenger’s expression was so confident it was almost condescending.

Riorem furrowed his brow.

This was ridiculous.

For three months, Arete’s soldiers, led by Riorem, attacked the Duchy of Peroa. 

The duchy had fallen only a few days ago.

Or to put it another way, it was only five days ago that Riorem returned to the kingdom of Arete.

Of course, the distance between the two countries isn’t that great. 

But Riorem hadn’t had a week’s rest from his departure to now.

‘And yet you’ve come all the way to the castle just to report.’

But there was no way he could refuse.

With a grimace of annoyance, Riorem took the parchment.

Without a moment’s hesitation, he signed his name at the end.

‘I’ll be on my way in half an hour.’

‘I can give you an hour.’

The messenger took the parchment and flicked his fingers at his clothes.

Only then did Riorem look down at my attire.

A plain shirt and trousers. 

A far cry from the way I’d spent the morning dressing Chernea.

I had spent the morning dressing Chernea.

It was unbecoming of a king who treated himself as a tool and an ornament.

The corner of Riorem’s mouth twitched.

He couldn’t hold back the sarcasm as he realised why the messenger had given me time.

‘Very considerate.’

As soon as the messenger left, Riorem headed back to the castle with me.

The ride back was much easier than the ride there. 

No need to watch me stumble along.

Without prompting, Riorem, as he knew me, put me on his horse.

Once back at the castle, it was the same story.

He dismounted and carried me to the bedroom, where he dropped me off at the door.

He didn’t say a word to me afterwards.

Not that there seemed to be time for that.

He moved swiftly, washing and even dressing himself in a matter of moments. 

He acted as if he could not afford to be late at the king’s sudden summons. 

As if the king didn’t want to be caught with the slightest pod.

While Riorem was preparing to go out in the room that led to the bedroom, I stood in the doorway of the bedroom.

‘Of course, I’d like to at least sit on the sofa…….

But I couldn’t get any strength in my legs. 

I had just passed out in the first place,

I had just passed out, and I couldn’t move because of the bumpy road.

Riorem, who had finished getting ready, found me.

‘Hah…….’

He let out a long sigh and scooped me up in a quick hug.

As he carried me to the bed, I admired his appearance.

Even dressed, Riorem only looked long and lean at first glance, so I was surprised when he lifted me up with one hand.

It seemed strange that this man could lift me up on one hand.

But Riorem’s body is not what it seems. 

Although I hadn’t seen him use it

I hadn’t seen him use it properly.

Soon, he set me down on the bed.

‘I’m not going to let anyone in the bedroom this time, so you’re out. Don’t. Not a single step from here.’

As he said this, Riorem’s outfit was quite extravagant.

His robes were very colourful. 

Dark blue, similar to the colour of his eyes.


The fabric looked quite luxurious, and the silver thread embroidery on it was
was very elaborate.

His belt was equally impressive. 

The silver-trimmed belt had several sharply cut lapis lazuli stones dangling from it.

The belt accentuated the silhouette of Riorem’s otherwise form-fitting clothes.
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I stood still and let my eyes take in Riorem’s outfit.

It looked good on him, but he didn’t look comfortable at all.

‘…What are you staring at?’

Riorem said, his ears reddening in annoyance. 

He was obviously uncomfortable with me staring at him without answering.

‘I was just curious. I’ve never seen a man who isn’t a sex slave wear such tight clothing before.’

Liorem didn’t argue.

After a few moments of silence, he rubbed the nape of my neck uncomfortably. 

The jewellery hanging from my buttons jingled in response.

The shirt underneath was ludicrously opulent, too, in retrospect; each gem adorning the buttons was large enough to be a brooch.

‘I suppose that’s not too far off the mark, after all, a clown is just a slave in a cassock.’

Riorem muttered to himself.

But then his expression changed and he looked at me.

‘Of course, that has nothing to do with you. I’ve known how to tame an insolent slave since before I came to this country.
I knew it well before I came to this country.’

‘Is that so, Riorem? You didn’t seem at all familiar with the use of slaves to me.’

‘I know what constitutes submission, do I not?’

Having said that, Liorem pulled something out of his nightstand drawer.

A click. 

A thick metallic sound was heard as soon as he set it down on the bed.

It was a leash with a chain the size of a finger in the middle of a leather thong.

‘I have a slave that’s not too long to leave on the bed.’

A large hand grabbed my throat.

‘I just got this off the vendor’s shelf for the slave. Fortunately, it seems to be the right size.’

Squeak. 

Riorem choked me.

I couldn’t help but smile.

‘You’ve got something special, Riorem. I wouldn’t have bothered asking you to leave.
if I hadn’t asked you to leave.’

‘You think I’m going to stay home like a dog on a leash, do you?’

Tsar-

A dull noise at the base of my throat. 

In an instant, soft leather was wrapped around my neck.

Blue eyes peered down at me. 

I was still dressed in my white collar and black collar.

My naked form reflected in those clear eyes.

Riorem smiled.

‘You will wait patiently. Like a good slave.’

With those words, Riorem walked out the door.

As noon passed and the afternoon wore on, there was still no one in the bedroom. 

It wasn’t as bad as I thought. 

After a lifetime of constant noise, the silence was actually quite pleasant.

But having no water or food to drink was a different matter. 

In the morning, I could manage with a nap, but by the afternoon, I was thirsty and couldn’t sleep.

I waited for Riorem in silence, thirst, and a little hunger, feeling like a dog on a leash waiting for his master.

Then, in the late afternoon, I heard the door open. 

It was a small door for the servants.

‘I thought you said you didn’t let anyone into the bedroom.’

In fact, I hadn’t had a sip of water all day and was lying in bed.

My doubts were resolved as soon as the intruder appeared from the other side of the bed.

It was a young boy who entered the room. Unlike the servants, he was dressed in plain clothes.

‘Eh?’

The boy’s voice was hushed.

‘Here, in the lord’s bedroom, eh?’

He seemed taken aback by the unexpectedness of the situation. 

Several times the boy stammered out half-sentences.

Blessed.

In his arms, the boy held a handful of freshly picked, vibrant flowers. 

They were as plain as the flowers on the coffee table.

‘Mmm.’

I groaned softly.

She must be an errand girl, someone who helps with odd jobs for a fee. 

Probably a vase boy.

These children are not officially hired servants, so the instruction to ‘stay out of the bedroom’ would not have been passed on to this child.

In other words… It meant that he was the only one who could fetch water for me, without realising that he was breaking Liorem’s orders.

‘Fill the vase first.’

‘Yes… Yes.’

As if realising what I was about to do, the boy walked over to the coffee table where the vase was placed.

Even as I took out the dried flowers, he stole glances at me out of the corner of his eye, as if he wasn’t sure whether to trust me with the expensive dress or the leash.

I spoke to the boy in a soothing voice.

‘Riorem has gone to the castle for a while. Arte… The king sent for him.’

‘Well, I know that, because I pick flowers near the gates……’

‘I see.’

I nodded in agreement.

From then on, the boy began to spy on me more surreptitiously.

A woman who calls her lord intimately by his first name. 

I don’t know, but she picks flowers and offers them to him.

He seemed to have decided that this was someone he couldn’t look straight at.

It’s very simple from here.

I called to the boy as I flopped down on the bed.

‘When you’ve finished plucking the flowers, will you do one of my errands for me?’

‘I… Go? An errand?’

‘Yes. I just need you to fetch me a glass of water.’

‘Such as…

Brown eyes glanced at the bell beside the bed, as if to say that such a thing could be done by calling a maid.

I smiled softly.

I laughed softly and replied.

‘May I? I was thinking of giving the child who brought me water quickly another loaf of bread next week.
next week?’

The boy rolled his eyes again at my comment.

A small reward for a small errand. But it was certainly generous for the labour

A reward.

‘So you don’t think it’s dangerous.

As expected, the boy was soon done pondering.

Kubuk.

The boy bowed and left the bedroom at a shuffling pace.

‘I hope you brought some cold water.

I licked my lips with my tongue as if to quench my thirst.

I hoped the boy would bring ice-cold water rather than hurry back.

After all, it’s not like Liorem would be back right away after being summoned by the king.

‘Speaking of which, when will Riorem be back?’

As I burrowed into bed, I thought of Riorem.

A lavishly decorated Riorem who looked more like an ornament than a long-lived man.

‘…A slave in a cassock.’

I thought back to what Riorem had said before he left.

Common sense told me it wasn’t so strange. 

It was hard for a former slave to rise to the same status as a noble would be unlikely to enjoy the same status as a noble.

But this was the Kingdom of Arete. 

A country where you didn’t have to be the first-born to be the heir.

A place where merit was the most important thing.

Even the current King of Arethe was a man who enjoyed making unconventional appointments.

So I’m guessing Riorem is in for a treat in this country. 

After all, he was handpicked by the King of Arete himself.

But after a shoddy first night, I realised that Riorem’s enjoyment was not as great as I had heard.

I thought Liorem’s life was not living up to the hype.

From the beaky maids to the frivolous.

My suspicions were confirmed when I saw Riorem being summoned to the king.

A man who had spent his entire life as a slave could not possibly be skilled in the art of dress. much less an Arete-specific.

Perhaps his ‘new master’ had ordered it. He would have always followed it.

Like when he was suddenly ordered to report to the castle.

‘I didn’t protest too much, I hadn’t had much time to rest after the journey.

Of course, given the size of the estate and the position of having an army under his command, it was clear that Riorem was an important position, to be sure.

But as powerful as he may be, he does not yet seem to have the power to enslave the Princess of peroa.

Then I was in trouble.

Someone might come along who wanted to take me away from Riorem and use my bloodline to rebuild the duchy.

‘There is even a man in this country.

My ardent suitor.

Commanded the expedition to Messenia, much to Teumesa’s chagrin.

Coffin.

The mad prince of Arete.

‘Alpheios to Arete.

My head prickled at the thought of the blood-soaked blonde.

I’d heard most of what happened outside the duchy from my betrothed. Leaks to Felvice’s palace.

There was always only a fraction of the information that trickled in.

It was all because of my father.

He didn’t want me to know about the situation. 

He didn’t want me to know anything about the situation.

I would marry whomever he chose.

So I changed fiancés regularly. 

I told new and interesting stories.

I needed a man to dance with.

Even I didn’t want to keep Alphaeus as my fiancé.

Of course, he’s a warmonger who’s been to every battlefield in the world.

But… that doesn’t mean I can let him into my bed, does it?

‘If my brother were alive, I would come to you, but… You don’t think he’s alive, Rorem.’

‘I…?’


At this point, I could see why Teumesia Lavros found my presence so burdensome.

‘…I’m tired.’

I’d been suffering from fatigue, thirst, and hunger all day, and I couldn’t lift a finger.

I couldn’t lift a finger.

Luckily, I heard the door open before I was completely exhausted.
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The door opened very quietly. 

That meant the person knew how to open it without disturbing the master’s nerves.

I lay still, waiting for the boy.

But the one who appeared from behind the folding screen was not a small boy. 

He was much taller, and his clothes were luxurious.

“…What is this?”

Riorem asked, leaning against the screen.

Upon arriving at the royal palace, Riorem was met with one good piece of news and one bad.

The good news: His decision to ride a horse into the palace instead of using a carriage had been the right one. 

Since he arrived quickly, he could leave just as quickly.

The bad news: Coming to the palace had been entirely pointless.

Riorem glared at the tightly shut audience chamber door.

He had arrived at the palace faster than the royal messenger, yet the king refused to meet with him.

It wasn’t just Riorem. 

The king had rejected all audience requests for the day.

The reason? He wanted to forcibly give his overworked vassals some rest.

Riorem’s face twisted in frustration.

‘So this was just to confirm whether I’m still the obedient bastard dog, huh.’

It wasn’t unheard of.

The king liked to periodically check whether Riorem Velik was still loyal to him.

Like an alpha dog asserting dominance over the pack.

‘Of course, summoning me right after I return from a campaign only to not meet me—that’s a first.’

Riorem turned and headed out of the palace.

“Never forget who it was that granted you immense wealth and power,” the king had once said.

Riorem rolled the words around in his mouth.

Maybe because they only came to mind in moments like this, they left a bitter taste.

If he had dared climb up to the king when he first received his noble surname, perhaps things would have turned out differently.

Or even if he had rebelled and fought a bit after that.

‘If he’d thought I was truly dangerous from the beginning… he wouldn’t have demanded such absolute obedience.’

But Riorem had been naive back then.

He thought it would be acceptable for someone of his rank to propose to Lady Peroa.

He had only focused on establishing himself in this kingdom.

By the time he realized he needed noble blood to even consider such a proposal, it was already too late.

And the king, seeing his hunting dog finally understand how the world worked, had grown even more cunning in how he tightened the leash—including pulling stunts like this.

Still… Riorem couldn’t afford to walk away from it all.

To place Chernea by his side—even as a slave—he needed both money and power.

“…Chernea.”

He quietly mouthed her name.

Perhaps because he had never spoken it aloud before.

Even after finally acquiring her, he had never once called her name.

Maybe that’s why. 

It was only now that he realized—

“She must be at the House of Dinamis now, not the Palace of Pelviche.”

A faint smile crept up on Riorem’s lips.

A few passersby noticed and murmured among themselves.

Riorem Velik, a man who hardly ever changed his expression—much less smiled—was smiling.

But Riorem himself didn’t even realize he was smiling.

He simply strode down the corridor.

“To think… in my own bedroom, of all places.”

Riorem was used to following absurd orders.

He had been, even before coming to the Kingdom of Arete.

Because his master had always been an unreasonable man.

So if he was annoyed at how he was being treated now, he just needed to take it out on someone else.

To the slave who was once my master.

Yes, that’s right. 

Now that things have come to this, I just need to hurry back and finish taming Chernea.

Just as Chernea did to me. 

Just as the king did to me. 

If I make her submit, and keep making her reaffirm that submission… then Chernea’s life will be completely saturated with Riorem.

As much as he had endured. Perhaps even more.

Riorem walked briskly—almost running—into the stables. 

The stableman recognized him and gave a deep bow.

But Riorem didn’t even spare him a glance. 

His mind was so full of the woman likely lying on his bed that he couldn’t be bothered to waste time giving the order to bring out his horse.

He went straight to where the horses were, stepped into the stirrup, and mounted in one fluid motion.

Only then did the stableman hurry to open the gate.

Riorem swiftly left the royal palace.

As he passed through the grand shopping district of the capital, he briefly considered picking up some flowers—but decided to leave that for later.

He just wanted to return to Dinamis Castle as quickly as possible.

He wanted to tame the woman who wouldn’t have taken a single step from his bed.

He wanted to carve the fact that he was her master into her, make her obey any absurd command.

Of course… his excitement couldn’t be explained by simple desire for domination alone.

But he had no intention of thinking too deeply about it.

So Riorem rode harder than ever before.

Unaware that he would soon see a boy entering the bedroom, carrying a water bowl.

In Riorem’s hand was a rough wooden bowl.

From the wet surface, it seemed like something used to draw water.

The boy had likely failed to find a cup and simply brought the bowl filled with water instead.

“I told the flower boy to fetch some water. You haven’t had a single drop all day, have you?”

“He didn’t seem like the kind of naive kid who would just listen to a woman he’d never met, tied up on a bed, no less.”

“Well, as you know, getting someone to do something that simple isn’t exactly hard.”

The boy had certainly been cautious. 

Quite clever, too.

But he wasn’t truly sharp. 

He likely never realized that I’d manipulated him into believing it was just a simple errand.

Just like Riorem hadn’t realized, until years of being twisted around my finger, that I’d pushed him into that very same corner.

“So you brought another man into your bedroom? After ignoring my instruction to behave?”

“It’s true I wasn’t exactly obedient… but calling a boy who hasn’t even hit puberty a ‘man’? That’s a stretch, isn’t it?”

“Was I any older when you played with me?”

The man’s voice was even colder than before.

It was true. 

When I first started toying with my foot-washing slave, that was exactly how young he had been.

Riorem didn’t even look out of place beside a girl. 

His face was delicate, his features still childlike.

That was what caught my attention… though I was only fourteen at the time, too.

But Riorem didn’t seem interested in taking that into consideration.

If anything, he looked like he’d decided it was time to settle that old score.

Thud, thud.

He strode toward the bed in long, purposeful strides.

Climbing onto it, he raised the item he had been holding high above my face.

Cold water poured down over me.

“Mmgh…!”

I quickly held my breath. 

The strong stream splashed into my mouth and nose.

I flinched instinctively, but it was no use. 

Riorem had a firm grip on my shoulders.

‘What are you doing? Eat it quickly. You’ve dragged the child to bring it to me.’

I gulped down the water with my whole face. Until the bowl was begging.

Kudang Tang-

Riorem tossed the empty bowl down.

His lips closed over mine, which were still spitting out water. 

At the same time, two tongues thrust into my mouth.

Colock, colock.

A cough erupted from my windpipe and disappeared into Riorem’s lungs.

The solid body crushed me. 

I was trapped between the bed and Riorem, everything sucked out of me.

The water in my mouth, the breath I struggled for.

His tongue plunged down my throat, and I wondered if it wasn’t enough.

His flesh filled my throat, crushing my breath.

My vision went black.

I was out of breath, and the kiss was too much for me to take in. 

Eventually, I didn’t even realise I had stopped drooling.

The protrusion of his tongue skimmed the roof of his mouth. 

It was an insistent.

‘Hmph… Ugh.

I struggled and grabbed at Riorem’s clothes. 

Snap, snap, snap. 

The hard minerals clinked together.

My shoulders clenched reflexively at the noise. 

Every stimulus tickled and creeped me out.

But it was unavoidable. 

There was nothing I could do but return the kiss.

‘Hah…….’

After a long moment, Riorem pulled his lips away, the windy string of gifts ending with a snap, ha!

And the windy cord was cut off.

‘Ha, ha, ha, ha.’

I sucked in a breath, instinctively. 

My head felt like it was spinning.

I blinked my watery eyes open. 

The world was grey and white again.

It took me a few more moments to find my colour again.


In the meantime, he was staring down at my face. 

The best thing in my world right now.

‘I think I even put a leash on him to keep him quiet…….’

Riorem whispered softly.
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Dazedly, I stared into Riorem’s eyes. 

My reflection flickered in his blue irises—a disheveled mess compared to how I’d looked before leaving.

Strands of red hair, which he’d meticulously tucked under my veil earlier, now stuck out haphazardly. 

His fingers, calloused and scarred, toyed with those unruly locks.

“But to return only to find you’ve seduced another man,” he said, his voice icy.

I struggled to steady my breath. 

I didn’t argue. 

Whether it was a ten-year-old boy or anyone else, Riorem clearly didn’t care. 

My throat burned, swollen from choking on water earlier.

“Do you know what masters do,” he continued, “when slaves fail their duties?”

“They punish them,” I replied flatly, echoing his own words back at him.

Riorem smiled. 

“Then lift your skirt and raise your hips. Surely you can manage that.”

I sighed. 

Is he planning to spank me, not fuck me? Hesitantly, I lowered my gaze. 

The strained bulge in his pants glared back. 

He’d never let me touch his cock—not with my mouth, hands, or even between my legs. 

Instead, he’d teased me relentlessly with his fingers and tongue, as though I were the one using him.

At least this punishment makes sense.

Slowly, I gathered the heavy fabric of my dress, my hands trembling. 

My lower half was soon exposed, thighs dotted with red bite marks—his marks. 

A shiver spread from my hands to my shoulders.

This wasn’t shameful, just exhausting. 

Why so much fabric? Is this a wedding dress?

Riorem misinterpreted my trembling. 

“You’re shaking,” he observed, eyes glinting coldly.

I forced myself to meet his gaze. 

He smirked. “Interesting. You feel humiliated.”

I glared, too hoarse to retort. 

But my throat’s ordeal wasn’t over.

Suddenly, the chain around my collar yanked taut. 

“Ghk—!” I crumpled onto the bed, gasping. 

The pain from earlier flared, suffocating me.

The bed creaked as Riorem climbed over me. 

Face down, I couldn’t see him—only the heated swell beneath his tight ceremonial clothes. 

The outline of his erection twitched visibly, unabashed.

I swallowed dryly.

For years, it had been nothing more than a massive cock swaying before my eyes.

While I couldn’t tear my gaze from Riorem’s groin, his voice whispered above my head.

“I didn’t realize it back then… but this view isn’t half bad. A perspective where you dare not even look at my face, no less.”

As he spoke, the jeweled button on his trousers trembled—likely because the cock beneath it twitched sharply.

Riorem wasn’t wrong. 

At this height, even if I craned my neck, I wouldn’t see past the edge of his jaw.

But… even if I were still his master, I might’ve found myself staring at this very spot.

As Riorem had said, this was the typical difference in stature between a master and a slave.

Which was why this was the first time I’d seen Riorem’s cock so directly. 

The shock of witnessing it up close, rather than from the sidelines, was overwhelming.

Heat pooled deep in my lower belly. 

It felt as though a hunger I’d never fully shaken off was pressing down on my womb.

But then—

Whoosh.

My body lifted into the air. 

Riorem had hoisted me up with both arms, moving as effortlessly as if handling a sheet of paper.

Holding me, he sat on the bed and laid me diagonally across his lap.

The facedown position was slightly uncomfortable, my weight tipping forward.

I buried my face in the bed, peering back over my shoulder. 

My hips were slightly raised, my lower stomach resting against Riorem’s thighs.

Thud!

A dull smack struck my backside, sending a sharp sting through me.

“Ah!”

A hoarse cry escaped my lips.

The pain flared briefly before fading—he hadn’t hit me with much force.

“Did that surprise you?”

His tender voice drifted from behind.

I nodded. 

It hadn’t hurt—only startled me.

Perhaps sensing my answer, Riorem murmured in a low tone,

“Then I’ll have to make it hurt more to properly punish you.”

With that, his hand came down again.

Crack!

A sharper sound echoed through the room.

“Ngh…!”

I pressed my face deeper into the bed.

This time, I’d braced myself. 

I clenched my teeth, swallowing the scream that threatened to rise. 

My throat still ached from the earlier cry.

The problem was the pain.

It hurt far more than I’d expected. 

My skin burned, the heat lingering.

Yet it wasn’t unbearable. 

A strange thrill pulsed in my chest—the lingering tension from the moment the pain had spread through my body.

Crack!

Riorem struck again.

A merciless ache spread through my soft flesh, unaccustomed to sitting anywhere as hard as a dining chair.

Riorem’s palm struck fiercely against me again. 

Slap, slap. 

The sound of skin meeting skin echoed sharply.

“Hng… Ugh…”

I muffled my moans into the bedsheet.

Each time his large, calloused hand—warm and scarred—struck my buttocks, a stinging heat bloomed.

With every repeated strike, the heat grew sharper, pooling into a hardened, throbbing ache.

“Mmm…”

Riorem’s low hum rumbled behind me.

His hand gripped my buttocks, lingering near the inflamed, feverish skin. 

But then, another sound cut through the air.

Squelch—

A wet, sticky noise reverberated in the bedroom.

Riorem’s gaze slid downward, past my reddened cheeks to the tightly closed hole below. 

He pried my buttocks apart.

Schlick—

A smaller, but unmistakably slick sound rose from between my thighs.

He spoke mockingly, “Did it hurt that much? Enough to make you cry down there?”

His own pants strained against his arousal, the fabric damp where it pressed against my navel.

Riorem released his grip, letting his fingers trail down my cleft.

“Even your thighs are soaked.” 

His hoarse voice tickled my ear.

Smack!

Pain flared across my buttocks, sending a tingling rush to my toes. 

A familiar sensation.

Slap, smack, slap.

Each strike sent dull, thin waves of pleasure rippling through me. 

Maybe it was the tension of anticipating pain—the way my body tightened and then melted, akin to the crest of arousal. 

The ache, over time, began to blur into something like desire.

Of course, that’s not the point…

I bit back a whimper as Riorem’s cock pressed against my stomach.

Truthfully, it wasn’t just my thighs that were wet. 

My slick had soaked through his pants, pooling where our bodies met. 

The reason he’d only just noticed was obvious: he’d been too consumed by his own heat.


I knew what he’d do next—deny his desire by pushing me further.

Crack!

“Hah…!”

A sharp sting bloomed, mingling with an itchy, unbearable throb.
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My bottom quivered with instinct.

Riorem must have seen it. Wordlessly, he slapped my arse. 

His palm slapped repeatedly over the flesh of my buns,

and with each stroke, my juices splashed back and forth.

Finally, Riorem laughed.

‘Do you get wet when I spank you this hard? I don’t know if I should call it cocky or lustful.’

As he spoke, his cock stood erect and throbbing, threatening to pierce the skin of my stomach.

The inside of my legs tingled every time his cock poked into my lower belly.

What had started as a tingling sensation had slowly turned into a tension that spread throughout my body, and I felt like I was about to climax, even if it was just a little.

‘I don’t like that.’

I wasn’t ashamed of wetting my pussy with a spanking; it was just one more way to feel pleasure.

But I didn’t want to go this way.

Ever since I came here, I’d been suffering from a lack of desire, not a need.

It wasn’t that I couldn’t satisfy my needs. 

But it wasn’t enough. 

The stimulation of his hands and tongue wasn’t enough for me, a woman who knew how to take pleasure in the crushing of my womb.

So what’s the pleasure of being spanked? 

Instead of bursting the heat building in my lower belly, it only makes it hotter.

‘Mmm, mmm, mmm.’

I gasped, burying my face in the duvet.

The sight I’d seen earlier kept coming back to me, the hideous outline of his form-fitting trousers, his gaping hole throbbing with desire. 

A trickle of pent-up juices dripped from it.

Watching, Liorem stopped spanking my arse.

His breath poured from his palm over my bare bottom.

‘I don’t think this is going to be enough punishment.’

Liorem muttered in a low voice.

At the same time, something burrowed between my legs.

‘Aaaah!’

Screamed at the foreign sensation.

Something hard and elongated invaded my heavily medicated vaginal walls, and began to probe inside. 

A searing shudder ran through my lower half.

I climaxed in an instant. Riorem was already familiar with the inside, but I had already pushed myself to the limit.

‘Whoa, whoa, haaa,’

my vaginal walls spasmed incessantly. 

I winced and flinched as I squeezed against his fingers.

All the while, Liorem’s finger didn’t stop. 

In fact, it became more insistent, rubbing against the vaginal wall beneath my clitoris.

Soon, an angry heat spread through my vaginal wall.

The buoyant sensation that had begun in the same place again enveloped her entire body.

She climaxed three times in quick succession. 

But Riorem didn’t stop.

I could see his intentions now. 

He had spanked my arse enough, and now he wanted to tame me as he had always done.

‘You’re going to make me stand up like this.’

Even in my hazy consciousness, I could still feel the flesh poking me in the stomach. 

Liorem’s cock, which had been poking at my navel earlier, was now close to my lips. It had shifted slightly.

Every time I instinctively fled from the pleasure, Liorem grabbed my thighs and pulled me down.

After a few repetitions, my upper body was now straddling Riorem’s lap.

‘Almost chest to chest,’

flashed through my half-formed mind.

Without further thought, I pushed myself down. 

The bulging waistband of my trousers scraped against the gap between my teeth.

At the same time, Riorem’s fingers stopped thrusting inside me. 

I don’t know what he was doing, but he must have realised that it was strange for me to be moving on my own after the grunting pain.

I immediately flattened myself down. 

My nipples rubbed hard against the bulge in my trousers..!”

Riorem swallowed hard. 

At the same time, the pole nestled between my breastbones throbbed.

I rubbed my chest with my weight. 

It hurt a little as the jewelled buttons cut into my chest, but I held it in.

I squeezed my chest like that for a moment. 

Then something hot spurted out.

A lava-like eruption of cum soaked my breasts and Liorem’s trousers, and then it dripped down onto the mojarra bed.

Thud.

The hand inside me fell to the bed. 

I could feel my mangled cunt gurgling and spitting out my juices.

‘I want to come.’

A hoarse whimper escaped between my lips.

“Not your fingers or your tongue. This.”

“You want it in, too, don’t you?”

To be this squirmy with just a chest rub.

I poked at the cum pooling on the sheets. 

“It was so thick, more like a solid than a liquid.”

Then Liorem muttered in a low voice.

“What did you say, Riorem?”

“How do you put something so filthy in there!”

“Mmm?”

I turned to look at Riorem.

But Liorem was faster.

He jumped up from his seat and ran the shortest distance to the door

, knocking over tables, chairs, partitions, and everything else in his path.

Kudang, kudang, kudang.

The sound of something falling continued after Liorem went to my room.

He ran away and didn’t return until late at night. 

As he was washing my body, I asked him

what had happened earlier, but I couldn’t get any answers.

After that day, he stopped bothering me all night.

He also spent a lot less time with me directly. 

I now have another servant,

, who helps me with meals and simple chores.

‘It’s funny to be taken in as a bedroom slave and then be served,’ I thought as I watched the maid carefully wrap a cloth around my head and chin.

I had more time to myself, but also more restrictions. I was still on a leash

and had to wear a cloth covering whenever Riorem was away.

‘Now he doesn’t even come in anymore.’

The flowers in the vase still changed regularly.

But now, instead of coming to change them himself, the boy would leave the freshly cut flowers at the door

. This maid would then change them.

I watched the maid’s face in wonder.

The maid Teumesa had chosen was the only one allowed to enter the room.

What a choice she had made. The maid didn’t answer

anything I asked her. She didn’t ask me anything either.

This despite the fact that I hadn’t eaten in two days.

‘Are you going to report to Lorem now that I haven’t eaten a piece of bread today?’

‘Tell him I will eat if he brings it himself and we eat together.’

After two days, the maid’s expression didn’t change, and she concentrated on draping a veil over the top of the cloth, completely covering my eyes.

When she was finished, she spoke up.

‘Is there anything else you need?’

‘Yes, sir.’

The maid bowed low.

I watched as she disappeared with the tray containing the meal. Probably go report to Riorem as soon as you put that

away.

From then on, it was up to Riorem. To the man who was lusting after me enough to make me cum

just by touching his chest, but who couldn’t admit it and ran away.

‘I hope he comes back soon… He probably won’t be back until dinner. Because he did it every time?

Kiiiiiind.

But then, contrary to my expectations, I heard the door open on the other side of the partition,

very slowly and cautiously.

‘Who is it again this time?’

I craned my neck and looked towards the door.

Surely it wasn’t Lorem, he wouldn’t have faced the situation so quickly, and he wouldn’t have had to open the door so

loudly.

As I suspected, it was a woman in a maid’s uniform who appeared from the other side of the partition.

I recognised her immediately. It was one of the maids

who washed me the first day I came to this manor.

Her face was featureless, but unmistakable. The way she brushed her hair was as unmistakable as her plain face, for she was a woman who was not on my brother’s

side.

In her hand, she held a small knife.

It was small enough to kill a chicken, of course, but my neck is more fragile than a chicken. If that thing

pierced me, I’d be dead in a heartbeat.

The maid, seeing that I was awake, whispered low.

‘Be quiet, and you won’t get hurt.’

It was a cheeky threat, not a calm one.

I glanced at the maid’s hand. Even though she was pointing a knife at a person,

her hand didn’t tremble.


Apparently, this was not the first time she had entered Liorem’s room in this way, nor the first time she had “worked”

in his absence.

“But… You don’t seem to have hurt anyone.’

The maid, blade in hand, slowly approached the bed.
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From the way she didn’t take her eyes off me from start to finish, it was clear I was her objective.

Her brown eyes scanned the cloth veil covering my hair and face, meticulously. 

Including the shadowed area beneath it where my eyes were hidden.

By now, I had a good sense of why the maid had snuck into the bedroom. 

She was probably here to check my eyes.

I recalled what Teumesia had said:

“What do you mean, ‘so what’? Rumors are bound to spread all over Arete that the general brought a woman with red hair and golden eyes. How can you say such a thing?”

The fact that “the rumors haven’t spread yet” meant the maids who bathed me hadn’t clearly seen my features.

It made sense. 

On the day I arrived here, I had been so offended by the poor treatment that I kept my head down the whole time. 

The lighting in the bath and bedroom was dim as well.

So even if someone claimed my eyes were golden like those of the Serpantov royal family, none of the maids present would’ve been sure of it.

“But if it were just ordinary curiosity, she wouldn’t have checked while her master was away. Let alone bringing a knife.”

Thinking that, I half-closed my eyes.

Perhaps encouraged by my submissive demeanor, the maid lowered the hand holding the knife.

Her empty hand slowly reached for the cloth covering my hair—bit by bit. The distance between us shrank.

Eventually, the maid reached the side of the bed and touched the veil.

The moment she grabbed it, as if to sweep away the shadow over my face—

I slapped her across the cheek without mercy.

Smack!

With a sharp sound, the maid lost her balance and tumbled onto the bed. 

The knife she had been holding rolled off to the opposite side of the bed.

Before she could regain her balance, I grabbed her by the hair.

She screamed as I yanked her scalp.

“Aaaagh!”

I immediately picked up a pillow and shoved it over her face. 

I couldn’t risk the sound leaking outside.

Mmgh, mmph.

Mmph, mmph.

Her muffled screams thudded dully under the pillow.

“Be quiet. If you make too much noise, I might just kill you.”

I tried saying it as sweetly as I could, but it was no use. 

The maid flailed her arms, trying to scratch me.

In the end, I pressed the pillow down harder with my weight and pinned her wrist with my knee.

Clank, clank.

Every time the maid struggled, the chain connected to my collar clattered noisily. 

Whether that sound terrified her or she truly feared for her life, the maid started to sob beneath the pillow.

I cleared my throat, trying to speak in an even gentler tone.

“There’s no need to worry too much. I’ll only suffocate you to the point where you don’t die.”

But before I could finish my comforting words, the maid’s body went limp.

I removed the pillow and checked if she was still breathing.

Then, I laid her flat on the floor. 

This was all for Riorem, who wanted me to be jealous of other women.

“He even wanted me to be upset about someone entering the bedroom, so it makes sense he’d hate it even more if someone climbed onto the bed.”

It was a bit of trouble, but I didn’t mind. 

She would need to lie flat for her consciousness to return anyway.

Next, I untied my waist sash, wrapped it around the woman’s neck, and secured the other end to the bedpost. 

This way, when she woke and struggled again, she’d pass out from suffocation once more.

“To think I’m doing this much for a woman.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. 

The knots I used to control a sex partner’s breath—used like this. 

Not even Riorem had experienced that.

But it couldn’t be helped. 

I didn’t want to get into another scuffle, not knowing when Riorem might return.

“I wonder when he’ll come back…”

Hopefully, he gets to the bed faster than the woman lying over there.

Thinking such thoughts, I closed my eyes. 

I needed at least a bit of rest if I wanted to regain my strength.

Fortunately, Riorem returned before the woman regained consciousness.

“…And what is this now?”

Riorem, who had entered the bedroom without a sound, asked.

He wasn’t empty-handed. In his hand was a tray, carrying some fruit and bread-like food.

I pointed to the bowl of water placed at the center of the tray.

“Could you give me some water? I used up too much energy without having eaten anything—my throat is so sore.”

Riorem furrowed his brow.

Whether it was because he found it absurd that I was still treating him like a servant even in this situation, or because my hoarse voice bothered him—I couldn’t tell.

Still, judging by his expression, it seemed he didn’t like the fact that I hadn’t eaten for two full days.

Riorem set the tray down on the bedside table—within arm’s reach from the bed.

But I waited until he handed the cup to me himself. 

I was far too tired to get up just to reach for it.

A long silence followed.

To prod him into action, I tossed something at him—an item I had picked up earlier.

It was the knife the maid had brought.

For a brief moment, his blue eyes lingered on the exposed blade, unsheathed.

At last, Riorem poured the water into a cup and handed it to me.

I took a slow sip of the water.

Only then did I respond to Riorem’s earlier question.

“Your maid came to me with a knife—to see if I really had the golden eyes of the Serpantov royal family.”

Even while I was emptying the cup, Riorem said nothing.

As I handed him the empty cup, I asked,

“Have anyone in mind?”

For a maid to come see me in person, taking advantage of Riorem ‘s absence—there had to be someone backing her. Someone whose influence made even Teumesia’s warning meaningless.

“…About five people come to mind.”

“You have quite a few enemies, Riorem.”

It wasn’t surprising. 

Power always came with enemies, and Riorem had no real roots in this country at all.

However, it wasn’t a good sign.

“How are things with the Areté royal family? Is the king firmly supporting you? Or is it a situation where he could abandon you if things go wrong?”

“What would you do with that information?”

“So… things aren’t looking great, huh.”

His answer alone made it clear. 

Though the King of Areté was certainly Riorem’s biggest supporter, he clearly wasn’t truly on Riorem’s side.

I buried myself back into the pillow.

“I didn’t know the exact state of affairs within the Kingdom of Areté… but I didn’t think your situation was this bad. So many enemies, and even your allies seem uncertain.”

“So what? If you had known how precarious it was, would you have chosen not to follow me?”
Riorem spoke in a cold voice.

“Are you disappointed? That this slave who dared to become a general doesn’t even have proper allies? No, you wouldn’t feel disappointment. You’d just find it funny. That I’m still nothing.”

“You’re saying strange things again.”

“What’s strange about it? You thought it was laughable, didn’t you? If not, why did you even say you wanted to put something so damned ridiculous into—!”

“Wait. Just stop for a moment, Riorem.”

I couldn’t keep up with his thoughts and tried to calm him down.

I really had no idea what he was going on about. 

He asked if I was disappointed, and now he was getting angry. 

And now he’s bringing up what happened a few days ago?

But even at my words, Riorem didn’t calm down. 

Rather, he began glaring at me with clenched teeth.

“Why is it that you’re completely fine, even with your life on the line? While I, because of one thing you said, turned into an idiot who can’t even think straight?”

How was I supposed to calm this man down?

Luckily—or perhaps unluckily—Riorem didn’t get a chance to continue.

A more urgent sound interrupted from beyond the bedroom door.

Knock. 

Knock-knock-knock.

A series of hurried knocks rang out.

“My lord, a letter has arrived from the royal palace.”

The butler’s voice was tinged with anxiety.

A letter from the king, then.

I quietly looked into Riorem’s eyes.

I recalled the event from a few days ago—how Riorem had responded immediately to a rather unreasonable summons from the palace.

A man like that wouldn’t delay in checking a letter from the king.

If my guess is right… then the king must know that, too.

Riorem’s throat bobbed with a heavy swallow. 

Then, in a far calmer voice than before, he spoke:

“Leave it.”

The butler, having heard the answer, cautiously opened the bedroom door.

Through the narrow crack, something was pushed in—a trolley bearing a golden tray.

Creeeeak.

Without even glancing into the room, the butler pushed the trolley in and closed the door behind him.


Watching this, Riorem suddenly seemed to remember something and called after the servant.

“Bring me Teumesia.”

“Yes, my lord.”

Riorem walked past the unconscious maid and approached the trolley.
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A large hand picked up the letter placed on the golden tray. 

Judging by the seal of the Kingdom of Arete, it seemed to be from the king, just as expected.

Riorem frowned as he looked down at the envelope.

At that moment, something suddenly came to mind.

“Can he read now?”

Ordinary temple slaves could read simple characters. 

They needed to read the names written on donation envelopes.

But Riorem was one of the rare temple slaves who was illiterate.

There were many times when he had been made to organize books and then scolded for it, just for amusement.

‘He was like that until fairly recently, so he probably still couldn’t read when he left the duchy.’

As I was watching him, Riorem returned to the bed.

Poof.

He lifted the blanket and covered me with it. As if trying to hide me.

“What are you doing, Riorem?”

“It’s nothing.”

“Is that so? I thought it was because of Teumesia.”

Riorem pressed his lips tightly together.

It really did seem like he was trying to hide me from Teumesia.

I didn’t press him about it. Instead, I asked a more fundamental question.

“Why did you call for Teumesia?”

“Because someone needs to read the letter. And… that needs to be dealt with too.”

He pointed to the maid, who was still unconscious.

But instead of looking at the maid, I looked directly at Riorem.

Despite his straightforward answer, he looked a bit timid.

“You still can’t read, can you?”

Again, his lips clamped shut. 

That too was an answer in itself.

Honestly, I had expected it. 

If it were something he could have learned after receiving a knighthood, he would have had plenty of chances to do so even while being unfairly harassed by Princess Peroa.

From under the blanket, I reached out my hand.

“Give it to me. I’ll read the letter, and let Teumesia handle the interrogation of the maid.”

“You can leave the interrogation to me, if you’d like. As you know, I’m quite good at that kind of thing.”

Of course, since I don’t know the inner workings of the Kingdom of Arete, I wouldn’t be as efficient as Teumesia.

Perhaps thinking the same, Riorem handed me the letter.

I started reading the words on the envelope.

“To my loyal sword, Riorem Beleque.”

“‘Sword,’ huh.”

Riorem furrowed his brows.

In the meantime, I broke the wax seal on the envelope. 

The paper, which wasn’t small, was filled with writing.

Out of habit, I skimmed the paragraphs. 

Although it was full of Aretian words I had only encountered in poems and novels, the content wasn’t too hard to grasp—mostly because it used the kind of language you’d find in verses.

“Shall I read the whole thing? Or… would you prefer I just read the part that actually matters?”

“Did he write more useless theatrical monologues again?”

“Yes. Most of it is quoted from books.”

“Then just the main points will do.”

I looked over the letter at Riorem’s face.

It was stiff and full of disillusionment.

If he wanted to torment me, he could’ve made me read the entire, unnecessarily long letter.

But from the looks of it, he seemed quite fed up with this.

I skipped over the scholarly, flowery sentences.

Most of it expressed regret—about Riorem’s fruitless trip last week.

Thanks to that, I learned something I hadn’t known.

‘So he went all that way only to not meet the king?’

So much happened that day that I hadn’t really thought deeply about Riorem’s visit to the palace.

I just remembered being surprised at how quickly he had returned.

‘They basically sent a dog to fetch a stick and didn’t even offer an apology.’

That was why the letter was so long-winded—to express “regret” or “sympathy” rather than an actual apology.

Still, judging by the final paragraph, it seemed this man had at least a bit of a conscience.

“So, I wish to bestow upon you a reward for the expedition. No strings attached—
You may choose anything, Riorem Velic, and it shall be granted unconditionally.”

“Does it really say anything at all?”

Riorem asked, sounding doubtful.

“Of course it does. Though every sentence reeks of arrogant curiosity about what you’ll choose.”

“It always does. By when does it say I must choose?”

“By the regular council meeting next week.”

“So, it means I should make the report on the expedition and then claim my reward.”

That was exactly what it meant.

I gazed at Riorem in silence.

He had such sharp understanding and quick judgment.

Why, then, did he struggle so much with learning to read?

Was something wrong?

Anyway, the letter wasn’t over yet.

I read the final two lines.

“Send a reply by today to the royal capital confirming your attendance and understanding of the meeting.”

“Ugh… Can you write a letter in Aretian?”

“Oops. I can read and speak it, but writing’s a different story.”

My voice held a note of laughter, and Riorem turned away, likely heading to his room to fetch a pen and paper.

I lay back on the bed and reread the Aretian king’s letter.

Long, ornate sentences.

And terribly difficult to comprehend, especially for someone who only learned to read in adulthood.

‘What a troublesome man.’

I thought of the Aretian king, whom I had never met.

He was testing Riorem.

It wasn’t out of any grand purpose—he just wanted to confirm their relative positions.

Men like him always acted this way.

Well, it wasn’t surprising.

There’s no way a prince like Alpheios would come from a sensible father.

‘Maybe I should give him a bit of trouble in return.’

I skimmed the sentence with the word “reward.”

There was a way to annoy the king.

Riorem could choose me as his reward.

That way, my survival—and my owner—would be officially recognized.

And the person who confirmed that relationship would be the king himself.

Those who lusted after my bloodline and background would flock to the king,
trying to strip Riorem Velic of his granted ownership and render me unclaimed.

For the Aretian king, that would be a tremendous hassle.

Of course, the whole ordeal would be exhausting for me and Riorem, too.

‘But it’s far too risky to cause trouble just to inconvenience a king. So the question is—what should he ask for?’

No matter how I thought about it, it wasn’t a question Riorem could answer.

It needed someone far more cunning, someone who understood the political climate of the Aretian kingdom, and whose goal was to solidify Riorem’s standing.

Fortunately—or unfortunately—there was such a person.

And she was about to enter this very room.

Knock, knock, knock.

A knock sounded at just the right time.

Three quick, light raps in a repeated rhythm.

The unusual pattern suggested it was some kind of code between them.

Click.

Without waiting for a reply, the person outside opened the door with confidence,
as though she had every right to.

“Entering, General.”

Through the open door came a woman with brown hair—Teumesia Lavros.

“What did you call me fo—”

Thunk.

She stopped mid-step as she entered the room.

The crisp, professional tone of her voice suddenly cut off.

I tilted my head without thinking.

That was odd.

Surely she had been receiving reports from the maids; it shouldn’t have been a surprise to find me on Riorem’s bed.

“…You.”

Her voice, now like clashing metal, burst out.

The next moment, Teumesia charged toward the bed with fierce momentum.

Thud thud thud—

Her gray eyes blazed like fire as they came closer.

“Why are you holding that?”

Teumesia snapped at me.

Smack.

At the same time, her hand seized my wrist.

It hurt.

She gripped so tightly that my wrist turned red, and the king’s letter trembled in my hand.

I hesitated for a moment.

‘Should I turn this woman into one of those obedient maids?’

The thought didn’t last long.

I had to hold back.

There were things I needed to ask her before Riorem came back.

‘First, I need to calm her down.’

I whispered softly, doing my best to sound kind and gentle.


“Unless you want to be thrown out of the bedroom again, I suggest you let go, Teumesia.
Riorem is probably in the next room.”

Teumesia’s gray eyes flicked toward the door connecting the bedroom.

A moment later, she released my wrist.

I rubbed the red mark left behind and continued speaking.
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“Listen carefully, Teumesia. While Riorem was away, that maid came to confirm whether I am truly Princess Peroa. Do you understand what that means?”

“…Looks like you haven’t dealt with all the spies yet. I checked once more after you arrived.”

Teumesia’s voice was calm, but the anger she couldn’t hide still showed through.

I smiled gently.

Even though she was angry at me, I admired that Teumesia focused on the fact there was a spy in this mansion.

I thought it was okay to ask her this much.

“The King of Arete has offered Riorem a reward. Do you have any good ideas? I think you know better than Riorem.”

“Why should I tell you? And how do you even know about that in the first place?”

“Does it matter to you?”

“…You read it? That letter?”

Teumesia’s face stiffened as she spoke.

I tilted my head out of habit.

It wasn’t strange that Teumesia was angry at me. 

What I was doing was a very presumptuous act for a slave.

But I didn’t think she was angry because of my attitude. 

Rather… it seemed she was furious that I had read the King of Arete’s letter.

‘Ah… now that I think about it.’

At that moment, I suddenly remembered what happened earlier.

Riorem receiving the letter and calling Teumesia, the housekeeper accepting it so naturally. 

Even Teumesia opening the bedroom door naturally after the call.

The whole process was very natural, as if it was something everyone was used to.

‘Come to think of it, even the first day we met… it looked perfectly natural that Teumesia entered the bedroom without Riorem.’

I showed her the letter I had been holding.

Riorem still can’t read properly. 

Even though countless important letters, including royal orders, must be arriving.

So, how had she been checking the letters until now? Since there could be confidential information, it would have been impossible to let others read the letters carelessly.

There was only one conclusion.

“You used to read Riorem’s letters for her.”

Teumesia did not answer. Instead, she just bit her lip slightly.

If reading letters was originally her job, I understood why she was so angry at me.

Reading someone else’s letters isn’t something that can be done lightly in a usual trust relationship.

Teumesia didn’t like me from the start. She must have been naturally angry that Riorem left me to read important letters.

‘Of course… she might also be angry that I stepped on her territory.’

Either way, I felt it was necessary to remind her of this.

“Listen carefully, Teumesia. I’m worried that Riorem might request ownership of me. That would be troublesome, wouldn’t it? For me, for Riorem, and maybe even for you.”

Silence stretched between us.

It seemed a common trait between a master and a servant not to speak when facing an unpleasant truth.

I whispered without caring.

“So tell me what’s best to receive as a reward. I’m very good at pushing people into corners.”

“So you want to manipulate the general again? Do as you please again?”

Hostility was evident in Teumesia’s voice.

“You’re not needed. No, I don’t need you at all. I can handle it myself.”

Teumesia, having regained her professional demeanor, reached out her hand to me.

“Give me that letter. His Majesty hates having to wait long for replies.”

“How childish.”

“Is it only you who acts like this?”

I obediently handed over the letter.

After securing the letter, Teumesia waited for Riorem.

Watching that, I thought Riorem Velik of the Kingdom of Arete was quite a reasonable person. 

To have such a rational aide by his side and use her appropriately.

But as I experienced, the Riorem in this bedroom wasn’t exactly a ‘rational’ man.

A little later, Riorem returned to the bedroom.

In his hands were stationery, ink, a pen, and even a writing board to put the paper on.

‘No wonder it took so long to bring the stationery.’

It looked like he had brought everything he used to write letters with from the duchy.

Teumesia’s eyebrows twitched as she watched Riorem.

“Welcome back, General.”

“Ah, it’s you. Take that maid and interrogate her. She broke into the bedroom while I was away. We need to find out who sent her.”

“Is it enough to just find the mastermind?”

“No, punish her for laying hands on what’s mine.”

“Understood. Anything else?”

“Yes.”

As he said that, Riorem placed the writing board on the bed.

Then he noticed something and asked,

“Where did you put the letter? I need to send it with the reply.”

Instead of answering, I looked at Teumesia.

Riorem’s gaze turned toward Teumesia. 

At that cold look, the woman’s shoulders twitched slightly.

Teumesia opened her mouth with as much composure as she could muster.

“I have it.”

“Why?”

“Because, as the General said, the letter must be sent together when replying to His Majesty.”

“Then why aren’t you the one doing it?”

Teumesia swallowed dryly.

“Because I can’t have a stranger write a reply to His Majesty.”

“Have you forgotten that I’m also a stranger?”

“What…! That’s not what I meant, General.”

“Alright, fine. Then leave the letter here. Take her with you.”

Riorem turned his head indifferently.

“But—”

“Didn’t you hear me say leave?”

At that, Teumesia gritted her teeth.

Her gray eyes shot daggers at me. It was as if she was saying,

‘Because of you… because you came here…!’

Her gaze was so blatant that I couldn’t help but chuckle. 

It had been a long time since I’d been hated this openly.

In the end, Teumesia put down the letter and left. 

Seeing how she grabbed the maid’s neck halfway through woke up made me think the interrogation would be handled thoroughly.

I picked up the pen I had finally gotten after all the trouble and started writing the letter.

The content itself wasn’t anything special.

After all, it only needed to confirm that the letter was received.

Instead, while writing each word, I thought about how to reconnect with Teumesia.

I didn’t know how things worked in the Kingdom of Arete or what kind of reward Riorem truly needed.

‘But I can’t just leave it to Riorem either.’

I glanced at the man watching every move of my hand.

His blue eyes stared at the letters as if licking them. 

The tip of my hand holding the pen was so hot I could feel it.

Riorem’s trousers were also noticeably tight. 

If his loose indoor pants looked like that, he was probably leaking inside.

I didn’t know what exactly about my writing was provoking Riorem. 

But every time the pen slid and filled the paper, his chest swelled heavily.

The air grew taut. 

Riorem’s breath mixed with the sound of the pen scratching the paper.

And the moment I stopped writing, the atmosphere paused precariously.

“How should I sign it…? Is just my name enough? Or…”

Riorem looked down at the stationery.

He stared for a long time at the graceful handwriting he had learned as a gentleman, then rang the bell beside the bed.

Soon, a maid chosen by Teumesia entered the room.

“You called?”

“Tell Teumesia to write a reply and send it.”

As he said that, Riorem tossed the king’s letter aside.

Even though I looked at him curiously, he said nothing. 

His gaze was still fixed on my hand holding the pen.

The maid, sensing the tense atmosphere in the room, quickly stepped inside. 

After picking up the letter, she left the bedroom.

Click.

As the door closed, I looked back at Riorem.

“What are you thinking, Riorem?”

“Keep writing.”

Riorem said through gritted teeth.

Without thinking, I asked,

“What do you mean?”

“Keep writing. Anything.”

As he said that, Riorem undid the button of his trousers.

His firmly erect member popped out with a ‘thunk’ sound.

He grabbed his already dripping shaft, and pale semen oozed from the tip of his glans.

Plop, drip drip.


I silently watched the semen spill onto my hands and the letter.

Ah, of course. 

A man who showed such aggression even to his own subordinates and a boy younger than ten wouldn’t just stand by while a letter he didn’t write was being sent to another man by my hand.

‘Though I never expected him to ruin it by ejaculating without even touching himself.’
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I gently smoothed the letter paper with my fingertips. 

The beautifully written letters, like a painting, got soaked with semen and smeared messily.

Watching this, Riorem clenched his teeth.

Suddenly, another gush of seed was released from his rigidly standing member. 

The thick clump scattered messily over the letter.

“Damn it…”

Riorem let out a harsh breath.

I realized that the heat in Riorem’s voice had somewhat lessened compared to before.

The strange light that flickered in his eyes a moment ago seemed to have faded as well.

Only then did I revoke the order I had given him earlier.

“I want to listen to you, but I can’t write anything like this. The paper is too ruined to write on.”

Riorem looked down at his hands and the letter stained with semen. 

His gaze was much calmer than before.

‘Looks like he’s come to his senses after one round.’

It was a relief. 

In the state he was in earlier, I couldn’t have asked for even a towel to wipe his hands, let alone discuss the letter.

“First, you want to wipe your hands. Tell someone to bring a wet towel.”

Riorem took a handkerchief from his pocket.

Thud. 

The handkerchief he threw landed on my hand.

I obediently wiped my hands with it. 

The clean linen fabric was stained with semen and ink.

Riorem’s pupils quietly watched that scene.

…Maybe it’s just my imagination. 

The back of my hand felt burning hot.

After wiping my hands, I placed the handkerchief on the slate. 

It was too dirty to give back to its owner.

Riorem’s gaze followed the trace of my hands — so persistent it almost stung my skin.

By now, I was certain.

‘He’s fixated on my hands.’

It wasn’t the first time Riorem obsessed over one specific act.

Usually, he seemed clueless about what he wanted, but once he thought of something, he obsessed over it fiercely — a kind of pattern.

‘At first, he didn’t know if he wanted to suck nipples or bite flesh, wandering around cluelessly, but now he persistently torments only the nipples…’

I glanced at the man staring at my hand and then at the rigid member beneath him.

If I taught Riorem an act that would completely absorb him, could I control him more easily? Or would the pleasure make him rampage more?

Either way.

‘At least, from now on, he’ll obsess even more over my hands.’

I came to that conclusion and placed the slate I had been holding on my knee onto the side table.

Riorem asked with a suspicious voice,

“What are you doing?”

I didn’t answer his question. 

Instead, I reached out and placed my hand on his waistband.

Riorem hurriedly swallowed. 

The abs revealed beneath his indoor wear twitched strongly.

“Wh-what…!”

His startled voice echoed in the bedroom.

But Riorem couldn’t finish his sentence.

I grabbed the base of his pillar through his clothes. 

At once, the head that had been protruding from his pants released a gush of pre-ejaculate.

“Hmm.”

I bit my lip reflexively. 

What I held was unbearably hot, like holding a poker heated in fire.

I slowly stroked the base. 

Even through the fabric, I could clearly feel the bulging veins.

With my thumb, I traced over the most prominent vein. 

Unlike Riorem, who was completely stiff and barely breathing, the vein throbbed violently.

Swelling.

A thick seed began to ooze from the tip of the head.

The dull mucus trickled down the pillar that was already glistening wet.

Haa…

Finally, Riorem exhaled. It seemed he had at last regained some of his scattered sanity.

With my other hand, I grasped the bare pillar. 

Riorem’s waist twitched strongly, but as expected, he didn’t push me away.

Slowly, I stroked the pillar, slick with semen, with the palm of my hand. 

It felt more like caressing than pleasuring him. 

The pillar was just too thick.

Gulp. Saliva slid down my throat.

‘I knew it was big…

Although I had never experienced insertion, I was familiar with Riorem’s member. 

After all, he had masturbated in front of me once or twice.

But… seeing it and actually touching it were completely different. 

I suspected, but I didn’t expect it to be so thick that I couldn’t even grip it with my hand.

The protruding glans was the same. 

When I touched it, it felt not just “big,” but “enormous.” 

Just putting it in and stirring around would definitely scrape the vaginal walls harshly.

Unconsciously, I tensed my lower abdomen. 

The already wet area below throbbed.

What would happen if I put something like this inside? 

My hands already felt like they were melting from the heat, so how much more sensitive would the delicate mucous membranes inside be…?

‘Ah.’

A moist breath slipped between my lips.

I had tried to lure Riorem with a handjob as bait, but perhaps because of pent-up desire, the area below kept itching.

At least, thankfully, Riorem didn’t notice this at all.

“Huff, uhm…”

Riorem’s breath poured over the crown of his head.

Even though he must have understood the situation by now, Riorem didn’t move at all. 

He just stared rigidly downward.

With a wet, messy palm, I pushed the pillar upward. 

The skin creased as it rubbed, and the glistening glans plunged deeply under the foreskin.

Then Riorem gasped sharply again. His muscular belly drew up sharply.

Such a blatant reaction.

“You like it when I touch this part, don’t you.”

With the hand that had been on the base, I grabbed the glans. 

As soon as my hand caught the sharply raised edge like a hook, a thick discharge splattered out from the tip.

It was scorching hot.

I tightened my grip without realizing it.

If something this hot spilled inside my womb, my lower belly might just melt away.

That thought made the depths of my stomach ache.

Then Riorem grabbed my hand.

“Haah…”

A rough breath poured out.

His large hand covered mine as it grasped the pillar. 

The thick member I couldn’t hold with two hands was easily caught by his hand.

Riorem shook his member up and down. 

My hands were roughly rubbed beneath his palm.

Thud, thud-thud, thud.

The harsh motion was almost self-destructive.

But that wasn’t enough, apparently — Riorem soon used his other hand to completely envelop mine. 

His dark red member thrust tirelessly between his hands and mine.

“Haah, huff, haaa…”

His fully revealed abs rose and fell repeatedly. 

It looked like a strenuous movement, as if enduring something.

Throughout, a thin fluid dripped from the tip of the glans. 

The stringy pre-ejaculate trickled down my wrist and dripped onto the bed.

“Ugh.”

At that moment, Riorem clenched his teeth.

He pulled my two hands up to grasp the glans. 

Not satisfied with that, both his hands completely covered the back of my hands.

Then, semen poured out from the tip of the glans. 

It was a rough ejaculation, as if he wanted to pour out even the residue trapped in his scrotum.

My hands twitched involuntarily. 

The messy sensation of the ejaculated semen inside my hands was strange — ticklish, yet hot.

“Ha, haah, haah.”

Riorem breathed heavily.

The semen filling my hands seeped out between Riorem’s fingers. 

I stared absentmindedly at the stringy semen.

After a long while, Riorem bit his waist. 

The wet, sordid sound continued.

Riorem looked down. 

More precisely, at my hands covered in semen and still grasped tightly by his hands.

Still holding them, Riorem opened his hands.

At the same time, my hands faced the ceiling, palms up.

For a moment, a burning gaze poured onto them.

Then Riorem buried his face into my palms. 

His sculpted, beautiful face was messily stained with semen.

Though it surely wasn’t a pleasant feeling, Riorem didn’t move for a long time.


After that, Riorem left me alone until mealtime.

Of course, it wasn’t that he didn’t ask me to do anything at all.

After tidying up the slate and writing tools, Riorem brought a book from his room.

He told me to read it.
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So, I leaned back on the bed and read a book. 

Meanwhile, Riorem sat a little away on the sofa, watching me.

Riorem didn’t speak to me, but he never took his eyes off me for a single moment. 

His posture was stiff and upright the whole time.

If Riorem had been a bit more shameless, he probably would have kept pleasuring himself without stopping.

Anyway, the silence continued until evening, and I only got off the bed after the meal was prepared.

After finishing the meal, a maid washed me. 

During that time, Riorem had left his place.

I asked the maid to call Teumesia. 

Whenever possible, as soon as possible. 

Preferably when Riorem was away.

But maybe the timing wasn’t right, or the maid prioritized Riorem’s orders over Teumesia’s, or perhaps Teumesia didn’t want to meet me.

The next day, it was Riorem, not Teumesia, who came into the bedroom with a knock.

“What do you want to talk about with Teumesia? And behind my back.”

And he looked very displeased.

I chose to answer honestly for now.

“I was thinking about talking about the letter.”

“The one from the castle?”

“Yes. King Arete promised compensation, right? I was going to ask about that.”

Besides, I was curious about Teumesia’s reaction.

In the end, it turned out as Teumesia wished. 

I had my letter taken away, and the reply was written by that woman.

Would she have been happy about that? Or angrier?

Either way, it wasn’t something I could ask Riorem. 

He got angry every time I showed interest in someone else.

Even now, Riorem was still angry. 

He didn’t seem pleased even with my answer.

“Why would you ask something like that? Why ask my subordinate about my affairs in the first place?”

“In my eyes, Teumesia seems to make the most practical decisions. Even though she hates me so much, she’s not happy that I was attacked, but rather upset that there’s a spy left in the mansion, isn’t she?”

“Why are you curious about such things?”

“Because it would be troublesome if you accepted Princess Peroa.”

Riorem’s shoulders twitched.

I calmly continued as if I hadn’t noticed. It was a conversation that had to be had someday.

“Dynamis is a good lord, and you also seem like a reputable lord, but I don’t think the people around would allow you to take Princess Peroa as a bedroom slave. Am I wrong, Riorem?”

“I’m not blaming you. Just checking.”

I sank into the sofa. 

No answer was coming anyway.

“I’m okay with spending my whole life in your bedroom. I’ve never been outside the castle, so being trapped in the bedroom now wouldn’t bother me.”

“But I don’t know if I can continue like this even after it’s made public that I’m alive—and in the hands of Riorem Bellic. You know I was born to give birth to exceptional heirs, right? And I’m also a princess of a fallen kingdom.”

At those words, Riorem’s Adam’s apple moved noticeably.

Perhaps he knew that the person who married me could become the new Duke of Peroa.

“Men who want to become the Duke of Peroa are no big problem.”

The real problem was my maternal side.

The Kingdom of Arete was winning consecutive wars of conquest—enough to trouble the Serpantov Empire.

The Empire probably wants to exert influence over the southeastern continent. 

If news that I’m alive reaches them, things get complicated.

“The Empire would likely elevate the Duchy of Peroa to a kingdom, make me the princess, and then use my whereabouts as a pretext to clash with the Kingdom of Arete.”

There was no Duke or Marquis of Peroa left to protest treating the duchy like a vassal. 

Only a princess tied by blood to the royal family who could not refuse legitimacy remained.

Of course, King Arete, who played with Riorem, would also get tired.

“He might even conclude it’s better to kill me because it’s too exhausting.”

Ultimately, keeping my presence here a secret was the easiest way.

If I could also receive compensation that could further solidify Riorem’s position, that would be even better.

“So I want Teumesia’s help with this matter.”

“…Do you trust Teumesia more than me?”

I sighed unconsciously.

As expected, Riorem’s concern wasn’t about that issue.

“I’m looking for a way to remain yours. For that, your position must be very stable and secure. At least Teumesia would want that too, so I want to hear her opinion.”

“You don’t ask me, but want to ask the one who sends me letters every day trying to get you out of this castle?”

Oh, I didn’t know Teumesia was so devoted to persuading Riorem.

I smiled lightly and answered.

“Don’t you think someone who hates me—not just jealous but simply dislikes me—is a trustworthy ally? After all, I’m an obstacle to you.”

Riorem’s face twisted at my words.

“You are not a disturbance.”

“You threaten my chance to achieve greater feats, my relationship with loyal subordinates, and even the peaceful life I’ve barely obtained — how could you not be a disturbance?”

“That’s not true.”

I quietly looked into Riorem’s eyes.

You are ruining your life because of me.

I didn’t expect Riorem to deny that so strongly.

I thought he would admit it. 

Often, his attitude toward me seemed like venting his anger.

But Riorem walked toward me with a stiff face, as if he could not accept those words.

A huge shadow loomed over my body sitting on the sofa.

The man backlit by the blazing candle finally spoke.

“It’s true my life has been ruined because of you. If it weren’t for you, I would have become a low-ranking priest without any problem. Or perhaps I would have died from illness while caring for patients.”

His large hand slowly wrapped around my neck.

Squeeze.

A strong force tightened my throat.

“…But that doesn’t mean you’re a disturbance.”

His low voice whispered like a beast growling.

“What I’ve built isn’t so trivial that it would be destroyed just because of you. My position isn’t precarious. It’s just that as I have gained more, more hyenas want my place.”

“Hmm…”

“So don’t be arrogant. I will take care of my affairs. Including those concerning you. All of them.”

Thud.

Only then did Riorem release his grip on my throat.

But that wasn’t the end.

Cough, cough.

My body, coughing, floated up. 

Riorem had suddenly grabbed my waist.

He threw me onto the bed. 

The collar lying next to the pillow fell onto the floor beneath the bed.

“Come to think of it, I have been making you do many presumptuous things recently.”

He spoke as he climbed on the bed.

“Leaving the letter with you, giving you books, and forgetting the punishment… Surely, it’s largely my fault.”

A cruel smile appeared on his beautifully crafted, jewel-like face.

“So let’s start over from the beginning. That should help fix your bad habits. Both for you and me.”

Rough hands pushed me face down onto the bed.

For several days after, I couldn’t regain my senses.

His words about starting over were no empty promise. 

Most of the methods used to tame a bedroom slave from the start were inflicted on me.

Perhaps everything except the ones that involve penetration or serious bodily harm.

Thanks to that, I couldn’t even sit on a chair. 

I didn’t even remember the times I was hit on the buttocks or whipped on the soles of my feet.

“Haah…?”

A long sigh escaped me.

I tried moving my legs due to discomfort, but it was no use. 

Rather, the swollen clitoris rubbing against my skin caused only more pain.

It wasn’t only my genitals. 

My nipples, buttocks, even fingers, all stung with just a light touch. 

It was because of the persistent sucking for days.

‘Maybe it would’ve healed already if I applied ointment myself.’


I looked at the new ointment.

Though I had used several tubes already, my skin was still red and swollen. 

Riorem would stop applying the medicine to poke and suck at me instead.

Still, resting during the morning had improved things a lot.
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Right now, Riorem was not in the bedroom. 

Perhaps because it was the official day of entering the palace, the morning was busy.

A week had already passed, and today was the day the problematic regular meeting was held.

Maybe that’s why everyone was busy today. 

Since it was the day the retainers officially met the king, many people were entering the palace, and each of them had to dress properly for the occasion.

Even Teumesha, who usually dressed plainly to the point of being dull, appeared with the hair ornaments that the Arete women wore.

Today, instead of a maid, Teumesha had brought the ointment. 

She was probably the only one who had taken care of the ointment until now.

“You said everything that needed to be said,” Teumesha, who had been silent until then, finally spoke.

Her tone was still blunt.

The advantage of receiving me as compensation was that it became known that Riorem Velik had succeeded in a long revenge.

Everything else was a disadvantage.

So I told him to demand the king’s solid support, and to do so not just verbally but in a recordable form.

Perhaps the reason my whole body hurt so much was because of that story. 

Every time this topic came up, Riorem would get angry.

But I didn’t give up and repeated what I had said. 

Even though Riorem got angry at my pretense of being noble, I didn’t stop.

Because that was probably the easiest way.

“What do you think? It seems your demands to drive me out didn’t work.”

“Your advice wasn’t much different from mine, so it doesn’t matter,” Teumesha answered, ignoring my provocation.

“Then tell me the main point, Teumesha. Since you came while Riorem wasn’t here, it can’t just be to bring ointment.”

Teumesha searched her uniform pocket at my words.

An old pen dropped with a heavy sound onto the bed.

“It’s poison.”

“Poison?”

“Yes. If you press the pen tip without opening the cap, the sealed poison will be released. If the body is well trained, it will only cause paralysis, but an ordinary person would die immediately.”

Her dry voice continued as if she were talking about business.

“If things go badly today and the situation gets complicated, use it. If you can escape, you can use it against the opponent… you know, right?”

I chuckled involuntarily.

So that’s why she came secretly. She expected me to die for Riorem if necessary.

For now, I took the pen containing the poison.

Regardless of my unwillingness to listen to Teumesha, it was a useful item.

Teumesha, who had been watching me, left the bedroom without even saying goodbye. 

As if all business was finished.

Her somewhat rude attitude was not unusual.

“Because she must return to her place before Riorem comes back.”

If it was for such a purpose, she must have come to avoid Riorem’s eyes.

But despite such efforts, Riorem appeared less than five minutes after Teumesha left.

Bang!

The bedroom door was flung open roughly.

“Hoo.”

I stopped raising my teacup and admired.

I had heard that the regular meeting of the Arete Kingdom was what people commonly called the nobles’ meeting.

A place where the high-ranking members of the kingdom dressed gorgeously and competed with each other.

But I didn’t know Riorem could look this beautiful.

I thought she would wear something similar to when she was summoned by the Arete king before.

The level is different.

Today, Riorem was wearing a white uniform with a blue outer garment.

The collar and sleeves of the uniform were embroidered stiffly with silver thread, perfectly sharp and crisp.

The jacket fit Riorem’s body tightly without a hint of looseness, revealing every curve.

Over it was draped a long, ornate outer garment like a net. 

The intricate emblem of the Arete Kingdom, embroidered in gold thread on elegant blue fabric, seemed to reflect his standing in this country.

“The pearl-buttoned shirt looks modest in comparison.”

I thought, looking at the shirt adorned with a string of pearls no bigger than finger joints.

It wasn’t just the outfit that was lavish. 

The brooch holding the cloak in place was clearly a carefully crafted piece. 

The raw blue gem also appeared extremely valuable.

The ring decorating Riorem’s pinky finger along with the lord’s seal was also luxurious. 

The delicate gold mold shaped like a bunch of grapes was something that couldn’t even be made in a country unfamiliar with goldwork.

Besides that, the belt emphasizing his slender figure, leather boots, and even the faint scent of perfume from his hair—all showed meticulous attention.

“Truly dazzling, Riorem. No wonder all the servants fuss over your dressing.”

I admired sincerely.

But despite my praise, Riorem’s expression did not soften.

Instead, with an even colder voice, she asked me,

“Did you call Teumesha? Or did she come on her own?”

“How should I say it, the one who had always ignored my summons finally came today. Did I call her first? Or did Teumesha decide to come today on her own?”

“Why does my adjutant keep coming to you?”

“That’s a misunderstanding, Riorem. There are only three people in this castle I can call on. I contact you and that maid more than Teumesha.”

Riorem fell silent as if at a loss for words.

Instead of pressing her further, I lifted my teacup again, with an exaggeratedly elegant and relaxed movement.

Her blue eyes scanned me thoroughly—from my fingers holding the cup, to my lips sipping the tea, to my upright posture.

“So drinking tea is included too, huh.”

I swallowed the tea without revealing my thoughts.

I recently noticed something—Riorem got aroused whenever I acted like Princess Peroa.

Quoting classical poetry, reading books, even picking out jewelry with an erection was proof enough.

She was probably that excited even when writing the letter to the king.

“In that case… I should ask for a writing tool.”

I remembered the item I had put away in the drawer of the side table.

The pen Teumesha left was placed closest to the bed. 

It was originally a spot for simple accessories, so the worn pen stood out.

Of course, not enough for Riorem to notice, but you never know—she’s suspicious like that.

“I’d better say I’m going to write a diary. That would make it natural to have a pen in the drawer.”

I came to a rough conclusion and put the teacup down on the tray.

I never really enjoyed tea, especially not lying in bed drinking it.

So this was purely an act to gain Riorem’s favor.

Perhaps my effort paid off, as Riorem didn’t react much and let me leave the bed and walk toward her side.

I slowly stood before Riorem. 

Then I placed my hand on her chest and removed the decorative pin pressing her throat.

Riorem’s body stiffened.

Not noticing it, I proceeded to unwrap the several layers of packaging tightly encasing Riorem.

I loosened the tie choking her neck, and removed the belt that pressed her flat, slim lower abdomen.

I also took off the jewel chains hanging over her cloak and some other uncomfortable-looking accessories.

Finally, I took off all the rings except the old ring engraved with the lord’s seal and the grapevine ring reminiscent of the vineyards of Dynamis Castle.

“That’s better now.”

“…Did I look strange?”

“No. I told you before, you looked good.”

“Then why…?”

“I guess it just didn’t match your taste.”

I put the jewelry on the table. 

Even after removing one out of every three pieces, the weight was considerable.

After weeks of experience, I came to understand Riorem’s tastes a little. 

At some point, she had been choosing my clothes.

At first, the sheer number of clothes she bought was overwhelming, but now I could easily guess which dress she would put me in. 

The same went for accessories.

So I had to know that everything I removed now didn’t suit her preferences.


Above all, Riorem disliked accessories that constricted the body.

Aside from the fun of teasing her, I didn’t want to see her go out wearing clothes and jewelry that didn’t suit her taste and made her uncomfortable.

(Of course, she didn’t seem to even know what her own taste was.)

Riorem looked embarrassed. It seemed she was flustered that I was speaking about her preferences she herself didn’t know.
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Riorem, who had moved her lips several times, eventually couldn’t say a word and ran out of the room.

Her footsteps faded down the hallway, then beyond the stairs, and soon the sound of many hooves thundered across the earth.

Riorem had left for the royal palace.

She awkwardly touched the back of her neck.

Whenever she visited the palace, the ornaments she always wore like a collar disappeared, leaving her feeling not just empty but unfamiliar.

But one thing was certain: it was comfortable. 

Breathing, moving her body—everything felt easier.

“I never thought it was uncomfortable before.”

Since the king of Arete first presented her with the gift, she had always worn similar attire in official settings.

Riorem was a foreigner, and standing among these lavish humans was never something she was quite used to. 

So she wore what the person who gave her this place wanted her to wear.

After all, she didn’t even know what she liked.

But she hadn’t expected that just by removing some jewels and ornaments and loosening the tight clothes, she would feel this comfortable.

She even liked how she looked reflected in the window.

Even the nobles, who always wanted to pick fights with her but never had a real excuse and only circled around, didn’t challenge her today.

“Taste… something I’ve never thought about before.”

Mulling over this new dilemma, Riorem entered the palace.

But the way to the grand assembly hall was strangely chaotic.

It wasn’t unusual for a regular meeting day to be noisy. 

After all, not only those living in the capital but even the frontier lords gathered there, so naturally, more problems arose.

However, it was rare for people to be this tense. Even the guards were out here.

Riorem hurried toward the grand assembly hall.

The murmurs grew louder. 

Rather than just noisy, the air felt confused.

When she reached the center of it all, the angry voice of the crown prince rang out:

“You, Alpheios! Do you defy the king’s order?”

As soon as she heard the familiar name, Riorem started running.

People who noticed her late stepped aside to clear a path, some even showing relieved expressions.

Ignoring them, Riorem dashed forward and soon found the heart of the commotion.

A man was standing by the door of the assembly hall, blocking the entrance.

In front of him, a man holding a sheathed sword stood.

Without hesitation, Riorem slipped between the two. 

Then the man holding the sword burst out laughing.

“Well, well! Isn’t this our arrogant slave bastard?”

Alpheios Tou Arete.

Commander of the Messenia Kingdom’s conquering forces and the third prince of the Arete Kingdom—an enemy the king hated with a passion—greeted his hated rival.

“I’m pretty sure there was no order yet to return, Prince Alpheios.”

Ignoring Alpheios’s greeting, Riorem got straight to the point.

Of course, she knew this madman wouldn’t back down just because of words.

As expected, Alpheios smirked.

“Of course there wasn’t. But today’s the day of the regular meeting, isn’t it? I have to tell everyone how the Messenia Kingdom is falling apart. Or do you think… it’s better for a slave bastard like you to hear that important news three months later?”

“Isn’t it written in Chapter 1 of the Basic Military Doctrine? ‘In a war that has not completely ended, it is a grave crime for a commander to leave without authorization.’ Even I know that much, so I thought even you would.”

At Riorem’s sharp reply, Alpheios’s eyes flashed.

“How do you know the contents of the Basic Military Doctrine when you can’t even read?”

“It’s simple enough that anyone who isn’t an idiot can memorize it after hearing it once.”

As she finished speaking, Riorem raised her left arm.

Fwoosh.

With a sound like air escaping, blood splattered.

Those watching screamed late.

“Ahhh!”

“Priest! Bring a priest!”

It all happened in an instant. 

Alpheios drew his sword and swung at Riorem, who blocked it with her left arm.

Smelling the sudden rush of blood, Alpheios smiled.

“Damn, you lowly slave bastard. You can’t even read, but you’re a clever one, huh?”

Riorem’s blue eyes glanced back at Alpheios.

Alpheios, who should have been at the front line, appearing at the assembly hall was an obvious act of disobedience against the king’s order. 

That was why the crown prince was blocking him, invoking the king’s command.

But that wasn’t enough. 

Alpheios definitely wouldn’t be punished.

Maybe he’d somehow manage to return to the palace without consequences.

The Arete Kingdom’s order of succession was unclear. 

That such a reckless prince like Alpheios was still alive meant one thing.

The king of Arete loved his children—so much so that he openly prevented them from killing each other.

So the King of Arete wouldn’t punish his prince for mere desertion.

After all, the supreme commander was the king himself, and he was also the one who decided punishments. 

If things got noisy, the king could just claim he had ordered Alpheios’s return.

“But bringing a weapon into the assembly hall and injuring someone there is a different matter.”

Because of the many complicated interests involved, weapons were banned at the regular meetings.

Entering the assembly hall with a weapon was itself an act of rebellion—a capital offense punishable by immediate execution.

That was why the crown prince was standing inside the assembly hall’s door to block Alpheios.

Wielding a weapon outside the assembly hall was a grave offense but not punishable by death.

However, if someone inside the hall was injured, there was no way to avoid the consequences.

If Alpheios raised his sword and killed the crown prince, that would be the end for him as well.

“The crown prince must have known that Alpheios was reckless enough to do something like that. Is he willing to let Alpheios go even if he dies here?”

Riorem reevaluated Crown Prince Leonidas as she swung her arm.

Blood soaked her pristine white uniform and splattered messily around the front of the assembly hall. 

The scene became even more dreadful.

“That’s flattering. If I were really smart, I would’ve dodged your sword. By the way, it’s a shame that someone like the lord of Dynamis hurts his own arm.”

Leonidas, still inside the assembly hall, spoke calmly.

“The wound looks pretty serious. Can you walk, General Berik? Since we have to wait for the priest, it might be better to wait in the lounge.”

Riorem couldn’t see him, but seeing Alpheios glare coldly at her back, it seemed the crown prince was still putting on a friendly face.

“Just thinking about putting my subordinate in my place. Such a fake kindness.”

Leonidas’s attitude was irritating, but right now, accepting his help seemed like a good idea.

Riorem decided to accept his goodwill.

“Of course that would be best. But won’t this situation remain unresolved if I’m not here? Besides, I still have to attend the regular meeting.”

“Don’t worry about that. Didn’t everyone here see the lord of Dynamis get injured? Even I, the crown prince, watched from right behind.”

Riorem swallowed her smile.

The way he emphasized that she wasn’t just a soldier who could be hurt anytime, but a noble with a territory.

How he declared everyone here a witness.

Even how he stressed his position as crown prince so that other princes couldn’t easily oppose him regarding this matter.

All these were the same tactics Leonidas used to suppress Riorem herself.

“How ridiculous.”

Even a younger brother connected by blood could be annoying.

But having experienced it firsthand was reassuring.

Riorem pointed to Teumesas, who was rushing over late.

“Then I’ll accept Your Highness’s kindness. My deputy will attend the regular meeting instead, and I’ll receive treatment.”

“Teumesas, the second daughter of Lavros, was it? There’s no formal problem with that. So be it.”

Leonidas immediately gave his approval.

Riorem followed the attendant who had brought her to the lounge.


She didn’t even glance toward Alpheios’s side. 

Since he was an irritating opponent she couldn’t ignore, she decided to completely ignore him for now.

Alpheios wouldn’t just let her walk away like that.

“Well, well. It’s amusing to see these bastards, who were desperate to kill each other, now working together like a team just to take me down.”
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Surrounded by the rushing guards, Alpheios shouted.

“Yeah, go ahead and try that. It’ll just make the sight of you two grabbing each other by the collars even more ridiculous!”

As if it didn’t matter at all that he was being caught red-handed as a prince.

Or rather, it seemed more humiliating to him that he had been counterattacked by a foreigner born a slave.

Alpheios screamed and was dragged away.

The attendant led Riorem to a lounge room he had never seen before. It was a very splendid and antique-looking place.

‘Hmm.’

After the attendant left, Riorem carefully examined the surroundings.

Normally, he wasn’t often allowed into lounges, but this was the first time he had been “attended to” in such a lavish space.

It was probably a place only royalty could enter.

‘Instead of wallpaper, they hung tapestries… this isn’t bad at all.’

Riorem scanned the decorations and furniture filling the room one by one.

Many things were unfamiliar to him. 

When he was granted Dinamis Castle, he took time to study its interior decoration thoroughly but still never got used to it.

Of course, in the past, he wouldn’t have inspected every detail so closely. 

Buying expensive things and just having the right sets was enough to look splendid.

But… now there was a woman who fit only with such things in his bedroom.

Of course, Chernea never judged Riorem’s bedroom. 

She thought it was natural since every piece of furniture and decoration was of the finest quality.

But looking at this room now, all his confidence disappeared.

His own bedroom did not have a huge tapestry that could cover the walls, nor even a fresco painting.

The ceiling was only overlaid with white marble. 

There was no lively ceiling painting or even decorative beams.

‘I should replace the candlesticks with gold-plated ones as soon as I return to Dinamis. The bathtub should be decorated with turquoise mosaics. And… the sofa. What kind of leather was used for the sofa?’

Even while the priest came in to check the wounds on his arm, Riorem’s mind was full of thoughts about redecorating the mansion.

‘If the lounge I sometimes visit is this splendid, the bedroom must be even more luxurious… Is there any way to see it?’

If he were a slave or servant, it would have been easier.

But now that he was a general of Arete, there were many risks to overcome to enter the bedroom of royalty.

‘I have to get close to someone. Whether a loyal subordinate or a concubine.’

Riorem frowned. Either option was something he didn’t really want to do.

While observing the interior decorations, time flew by quickly.

Riorem stayed in the lounge until the regular meeting ended.

It was more convenient for achieving his original purpose this way.

Today was the nobles’ regular meeting day, but it was also the day Riorem was to receive rewards for the expedition.

Normally, he would have had to announce the rewards he sought in front of all the nobles because the king had said he would listen in the meeting hall.

It was a crafty plan befitting the cunning king.

The hall where all the high-ranking officials of the kingdom gathered was not a place to ask for personal matters.

Besides, if he asked for something too extravagant, the other nobles would revolt.

Since Riorem wasn’t on good terms with all the princes, they would also support the opposition.

But if they could talk here in this lounge, the story would be different.

‘Of course, the story depends on who comes to see me.’

Given what happened earlier, the crown prince might come personally, or the head attendant might come.

But Riorem had only one person in mind to bring up that topic.

He hoped that person would come. 

Even he thought it was shameless of himself.

An anxious wait followed.

How long had he waited like that? He heard the footsteps moving in unison outside the door.

A short and quiet commotion passed, and then a sharp, clear voice echoed beyond the door.

“Everyone rise! The ruler of this land is entering!”

Riorem stood up and quickly knelt down.

He forced back the laughter bursting inside him.

‘All of them, Rani. Knowing well that I am alone.’

Still, he couldn’t show it.

He was also relieved that King Arete himself was coming to meet him.

Soon, the door silently opened.

In Riorem’s kneeling, bowed vision appeared the long train of a robe. 

It was an outer garment made of flawless, fine silk.

The king spoke.

“Raise your head, Riorem Velik.”

Riorem slowly lifted his head. 

Ruby-red eyes were looking down at him.

The king gestured toward the back of the room.

The door slid smoothly closed.

Thunk.

The air inside the room was completely sealed off from outside.

Sak, sasak, sak.

Quiet footsteps continued behind the door. 

Probably the sound of installing soundproof barriers.

This was an act only possible with the belief that no harm would come from being alone with the king.

“Anyway, I guess I am somewhat acknowledged.”

Riorem felt the king’s trust anew.

Of course, that trust did not come from respect.

“Oh dear, there’s not even a glass of water here.”

The king joked as he sat down on the sofa.

Riorem swallowed a sneer and stood up.

Though allowed to use the lounge meant only for royalty, he was not even given an attendant to serve him, let alone water.

It wasn’t the first time the king treated him like this.

“But the king never said it outright. If he had, it would mean he was irritated by me.”

The king had orchestrated the situation so that Alpheios had to be punished, and so that Riorem would have to discuss compensation alone.

Which of these angered the king, Riorem did not know.

Still, Riorem was accustomed to receiving an offended master.

Unlike Chernea, the king only got angry for reasonable causes. 

It was not hard to endure his irritability.

Riorem quietly stood before the king, his posture straight like a beautifully carved statue.

The king looked at him and slowly leaned back on the sofa.

“Alpheios has been sent back to the battlefield. As part of his discipline, he was ordered to inspect all border areas. It will take months to cover all regions bordering the empire.”

“So you decided to handle the Dinamis lordship separately.”

“Yes. The crown prince insisted strongly.”

The king pushed a stool in front of the sofa with his toe.

Riorem obediently sat down. He was not living a life that would find sitting on a stool degrading.

“Besides, I’m not the only one you treat this way.”

The king smiled wryly, a look so much like Alpheios it was almost disgusting.

“Normally, I wouldn’t consider such a request. But since you seem to have grown close with my eldest son, I decided to listen. If he’s a friend of my son, I can be more lenient.”

“I’m not taking the crown prince’s side in particular.”

The king showed open disappointment at that reply.

Riorem calmly met his gaze. It was no secret the king wanted to attach a good retainer to his eldest son.

“Maybe he thinks he can coax me a bit more.”

Since the king was two-faced, he might be quietly relieved.

True to the guess, the king brought up the matter lightly.

“Anyway. For that reason, I will give you one more gift. Choose it.”

“Two rewards — the expedition’s compensation and the damages from the Shanghai incident?”

“Yes. As I said, the crown prince strongly requested it.”

The king bluntly implied that Riorem should become the crown prince’s ally.

After a moment’s hesitation, Riorem decided to partly agree.

“To smooth over countless problems that may arise from my chosen compensation, it’s better to have more power.”

Of course, all the princes except the crown prince would more fiercely keep an eye on Riorem, but maybe

it was better to endure that.

Riorem slowly spoke.

“The first is to receive the spoils I desire.”

“Spoils?”

The king tilted his chin.

“Yes. I brought something from the Duchy of Peroa. Receiving that is the compensation I want.”

“Just to be clear, is the second reward related to that, General?”

Riorem smiled.


As expected of a man with a fox in his belly. 

Before hearing what the spoils were, he already suspected something.

Now it was time for this man to confirm what his cunning had produced.

“I captured a survivor from the Duchy of Peroa alive. I have already made him my slave and brought him to my bedroom.”
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The king’s mouth fell open.

It seemed he had already guessed what words would follow.

“Wait a minute, so you mean right now…

‘The second reward I will receive is your tacit approval of the slave’s identity. Chernaya Antoinette del Peroa. The second princess of Peroa and the only survivor.’”

The king closed his mouth immediately.

After that, a long silence followed.

“…Were you going to say this at the regular meeting?”

The king asked in a hoarse voice.

Riorlem looked at the tapestry hanging on the wall instead of answering.

He had considered whether to try to secure the king’s political support as advised. 

But the “only merit” Chernaya mentioned kept coming to mind.

The fact that he could show everyone that Chernaya was in his hands.

For a man who had never escaped the influence of Chernaya Antoinette del Peroa his whole life, there could be no greater reward.

Riorlem answered calmly,

“Of course.”

“You mad bastard.”

The king clicked his tongue.

All those attending the regular meeting were high-ranking officials of Arete, but not all of them were loyal to the kingdom.

Among them were people who preferred the path of becoming the new ruler of the Peroa Duchy rather than clinging to their narrow influence within Arete. 

Some even openly declared themselves as puppets of the empire, a sworn enemy.

In such a place, to say he would claim the only unmarried Peroa princess as a reward. And as a slave too.

There was no crazier man than him.

‘Moreover, isn’t this a notification?’

The king frowned, as if a headache was coming on.

He knew Riorlem was not normal. 

So he had spent years taming him, taking care to imprint his place.

‘I thought his obedience had finally become natural, yet he commits such acts.’

But whether the king permitted it or not, nothing would change.

Since the second princess of Peroa had already fallen into Riorlem’s hands.

The king made his conclusion.

“Go hunting with the crown prince next week.”

“Real hunting?”

“Yes. Whether deer or fox, something to pass the time suitably.”

“If I answer yes, will I be able to return to the castle then?”

“Yes.”

“I will attend. Please issue the detailed schedule as you see fit.”

Riorlem bowed deeply, indicating he was about to leave.

The king accepted Riorlem’s salute and watched him until his straight and beautiful back disappeared beyond the door.

“Today, he looks oddly dashing. Could it be the touch of the Peroa princess?”

Murmuring in a complicated mood, the king cleared his throat and summoned his attendant.

“Call the crown prince. I have urgent matters to discuss.”

By the time Riorlem returned to the mansion, the sun was already setting.

No one was surprised by the bloodstained uniform of Riorlem, perhaps because the commotion at the conference room had already spread.

So Chernaya was the only one shocked to see the uniform.

“Oh my. What happened, Riorlem?”

Chernaya, leaning on her pillow reading a book, asked in a surprised voice.

Of course, she probably wasn’t really surprised. 

It wasn’t the first time she’d seen him soaked in blood.

So instead of answering, Riorlem snuggled into Chernaya’s arms, hugging her slender waist tightly, filling his lungs deeply with her scent.

Under the afternoon sunlight streaming through the window, Chernaya’s red hair shimmered.

It had been a month watching this scene, yet he still never got used to it.

‘If anything, it’s more…?’

Riorlem shook his head, then rose as if suppressing a rapidly beating heart.

“I was bitten by a mad dog.”

“A mad dog?”

“Miss… you know him too.”

“…Ah.”

Chernaya nodded as if she understood.

Riorlem was relieved by her dry and unenthusiastic response. 

So he did as usual, pressing his crotch firmly into the bed to suppress the swelling lust.

But the words that followed stiffened his body.

“Alpheo has returned, it seems.”

“Alpheo?”

Riorlem repeated in disbelief at the kind and soft tone.

“I mean Prince Alpheos.”

Chernaya answered calmly.

“Arete’s royal family uses long and hard-to-pronounce names, so they often call each other by nicknames.”

“Why do you know his nickname?”

And why do you say it like it’s familiar?

Riorlem forcibly swallowed the words rising to the back of his throat.

Strictly speaking, it wasn’t strange that Chernaya called Alpheos so familiarly.

Alpheos had been courting Chernaya for nearly ten years. 

Apart from the proposals, they were on friendly terms.

It was only natural. 

No matter how much of a bloodthirsty madman he was, he was still the third son of the King of Arete.

A man with the bloodline and status to propose marriage to the Peroa princess.

As if to remind him of this fact, Chernaya continued in a soft voice:

“Isn’t it because you already knew Alpheos? He often came to my palace, spent a lot of time there, and you’ve known each other for a long time.”

Chernaya’s golden eyes looked down at Riorlem’s left arm.

Thanks to the priest’s emergency treatment, the wound had nearly healed. Yet the dark bloodstains still vividly showed what had happened.

“I already knew Alpheos hated you… but I didn’t expect him to attack you at a meeting of nobles. Are you alright?”

“… ‘Already’?”

Surprised by the word, Riorlem asked back.

“It means he hated you ever since you were a slave attached to the Pelvicé Palace. That’s why on the days Alpheos came, you drank tea all day long.”

‘I didn’t know.’

Riorlem clenched his teeth.

He had no idea.

That Chernaya called Prince Alpheos by a nickname.

That Alpheos hated Chernaya’s slave.

‘…And that on days they met, there was only tea time.’

Chernaya, watching Riorlem, smiled.

“You really had no idea Alpheos hated you.”

“…Of course not. We never even made eye contact.”

“Ah, I see. When someone like Alpheos came, the slaves would prostrate themselves flat on the floor.”

Exactly as she said.

Even servants and attendants bowed politely; a mere slave wouldn’t dare raise their head.

Of course, Riorlem was a ‘special’ slave who had stayed by Chernaya’s side the longest. 

He was probably one of the people who knew her best.

But in the end, he was just a slave.

When Chernaya met men of noble rank, the servants of the lowest rank would attend her.

So Riorlem had no idea how she spent time with other men.

What tone she used in social settings, what she talked about.

If her shoes got dirty, it meant she had taken a walk that day; otherwise, she would have tea or danced.

Yet, the one who spent time with Chernaya back then—Alpheos—knew who he was.

It was natural for a slave to know the name and face of a foreign prince, to protect themselves.

But the reverse was strange.

“A madman, maybe.”

Riorlem muttered quietly.

Hearing this, Chernaya burst into laughter.

“Alpheos is a ridiculous man. But this isn’t strange. I cared for you.”

“What’s so natural about that?”

“He has eyes, too. He knew why I kept you close, so he hated it.”

Chernaya’s hand stroked Riorlem’s cheek—a cheeky gesture fit for a master to a slave.

But Riorlem let her. 

The smoothness of her fingers on his cheek felt good.

“Did you get your reward from the king properly?”

“Were you worried?”

“I wasn’t, originally. But now that Alpheos has made such a fuss, I’m starting to worry.”

“Prince Alpheos never heard about my reward. 

He was dragged off after attacking me in front of the conference hall.”


“Attacking you? Alpheos?”

“Alpheos.”

Riorlem hugged Chernaya’s waist tightly.

“Don’t call him that anymore. That’s an order. Even if the king permits it, call him by his name.”
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“Ah… I see. So Alpheios really did slash you? How did that happen?”

“He swung his sword intending to threaten me, so I blocked it. If I wanted to punish him for returning from the battlefield without permission from the prince, I had to escalate things.”

Perhaps Alpheios thought Riorem would dodge my sword strike. It wasn’t difficult for Riorem to do so.

But Riorem hated that man far more than Alpheios imagined—enough to take the sword strike and get banished from the capital.

Riorem took my stopped hand and rubbed it against his cheek. 

The woman who made him hate Alpheios kept touching him.

“Since it happened before the meeting, I used my injury as an excuse to rest in the lounge.”

“Then how did the meeting go?”

“The Teumesa attended. The nobles will probably prefer her side.”

“Then the king must have met with only the two of them.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“He must have accepted you in exchange for doing as you requested.”

Riorem smiled faintly.

At times like this—when I realized that just as I knew Chernia well, Chernia also knew me well—the unpleasant feeling was halved.

But I didn’t want to think about why I felt that way. I just wanted to bask in the vague feeling of victory.

“King Arete must be in quite a predicament. Since Alpheios is not your slave but the lord of Dinamis Castle, he can’t simply refuse your demand.”

“Your reaction is different from what I expected. I thought you’d be angry that I didn’t listen to you.”

“Of course it’s a bit awkward. More than that, I just dislike King Arete.”

With that, Chernia got up.

Her awkward posture, sitting half-held by Riorem’s waist, seemed uncomfortable.

Then Riorem pushed Chernia onto the bed. 

Softly. 

With a gentle sound, Chernia’s body landed in his hands.

“Why do you dislike the king?”

“Because he tests you. Even though he’s not your master.”

Haah.

Riorem exhaled sharply.

Perhaps because he heard an answer he didn’t expect, his lower back ached, and his pants suddenly bulged.

“…Then who is my master? You?”

“Since you’re no longer a slave, you don’t have a master now. It’s just that… as someone who was once your master, I find it unpleasant for someone else to try to tame you.”

After hearing that, Riorem decided not to hold back.

His large hand grabbed Chernia’s hand. 

Soon, her white and beautiful hand touched his suddenly erect groin.

Feeling the volume in his hand, Chernia burst out laughing.

“I don’t understand why you get excited over this.”

“You don’t need to… Ha, take it out and touch it.”

Riorem scratched his neck and ordered.

Chernia’s hand undid his pants. 

Though the skillfulness of her touch made him a bit angry, the anger disappeared by the time she held his shaft.

Riorem buried his nose in her red hair. He inhaled deeply; the scent of Chernia mixed with the perfume he chose.

The same scent was on her nape, shoulders, and chest. 

Now Chernia smelled like Riorem.

Even those who came looking for Chernia’s villa, who had only seen her bowed head and feet, never managed this.

All of it.

“Ugh.”

Riorem made a low sound. 

At the same time, a thick ejaculation surged up, and Chernia’s fingers stroked it.

“You bring me here just to masturbate? King Arete would be surprised if he knew.”

“I distinctly told you… not to talk about other men.”

“Oh dear. I’ve committed another mistake, master.”

“Again at a time like this… ugh.”

Riorem squeezed his eyes shut.

No matter how much he trained her, Chernia wouldn’t be tamed. 

She only used polite speech to tease and provoke him.

“The problem is, that’s what turns me on.”

Just as Chernia said. Riorem often got excited by reasons he couldn’t understand.

Perhaps this was the result of having even the self that decides what to like or dislike taken away, only leaving lust.

But what does it matter? The one rubbing his cock with Chernia’s hand right now was himself.

Riorem thrust his hips up sharply.

At the same time, semen spurted from the tip of his glans. 

He hastily got up and scattered the remaining semen over Chernia’s body lying half on the bed.

Patter patter.

Because he held back for half a day, the semen smelled stronger than usual and stained her indoor clothes.

“Hah, ha…?”

Every breath he took made the remaining semen surge again.

Riorem looked down at Chernia as if engraving her image in his mind—the ruined dress, semen splattered on her face, and her hands shiny with cum.

Despite obsessively recalling all this, one thought planted deep in his mind wouldn’t disappear.

The thought that never left him from the moment he found Alpheios in front of the grand hall.

‘…Did I do something like this with that bastard Alpheios too?’

When I woke up in the morning, there was a letter waiting for me at the palace.

With sleepy eyes, I looked back and forth between Riorem and the letter. 

I wasn’t sure if I was interpreting it correctly.

“Do you want me to read this?”

“Yes.”

The answer came immediately.

I first drank a glass of water to clear my dry throat.

My throat hurt.

My whole body ached because last night, once again, I ended up being tormented by Riorem.

‘There must be bruises on my back too. Should I call a maid?’

With that thought, I broke the seal of the letter.

The letter was very different from the last one I had received. 

First, the content was reduced by half.

The structure was also different.

Compared to before, it was organized in a much more concise and straightforward way.

As if trying not to upset the reader’s mood.

‘So Riorem really did win the power struggle with the royal family. Is this why?’

I skipped the brief greeting and skimmed the main content.

“Is this about hunting?”

“Yes. They want to go in five days. The plan is to track wild beasts for two or three days, so they said to prepare for wolf or bear hunting.”

“…Wolf? Bear? Which hunting ground do they expect us to prepare for something like that?”

“They say the departure will be at the castle gate facing the eastern forest… so it’s probably there.”

“Hah, where would there be wild beasts there.”

Riorem muttered tiredly.

“What do you suggest I do?”

“There’s no particular advice from me. But since they’re deliberately making us leave the castle…”

“You mean they want me to bring you along.”

Riorem stared silently at the letter he couldn’t read.

Seeing him like that, a thought suddenly came to me.

“Have you ever gone hunting, Riorem?”

“I’ve caught anything when there was nothing else to eat.”

He meant he never hunted for sport.

‘This is troublesome.’

Hunting was like a wild outdoor ball. Naturally, it required many preparations and etiquette.

Riorem was a clever man, but he had no motivation to learn what he considered mere formalities.

This meant he was likely to get annoyed and come back unhappy from the hunting grounds.

At that moment, Riorem cautiously spoke.

“…What about you?”

“Hm?”

“Have you ever done it?”

Not sure what he had read from my expression, Riorem asked with an uneasy look.

“I’ve gone along many times but never caught anything myself. My role was to sit all day and be presented with the biggest catch.”

If the men competed by catching bigger prey, the women measured each other by the size of the game gifted to them.

I always won that competition. 

Even before the value of my ‘bloodline’ rose due to my married older sister and younger sister giving birth to outstanding children in succession.

“Have you ever been given a wolf or bear?”

“Well… I think I’ve received a bear a few times.”

“So you’ve never been given a wolf.”

“There are no wolves in the duchy. I’ve only ever received wolf pelts as gifts.”

After hearing my words, a strange light flickered in Riorem’s eyes.

I asked with a teasing voice,

“Why? As if you’re going to catch a wolf.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Well, that’s a relief. Wolves are difficult prey.”


Wolves were large and traveled in packs. 

Although their fur was beautiful and warm, I rarely received them as gifts for that reason.

“By the way, why hunting? Even King Arete knows you haven’t lived a life leisurely enough to enjoy hunting.”

“They probably want me to learn from the crown prince. They want me to become close to him, I suppose.”
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The Crown Prince, huh.

Come to think of it, Riorem said he received an additional reward from the king on the condition that he sides with the Crown Prince.

That is, the king tacitly accepted and tolerated my true identity.

“Hmm.”

I picked up the letter again.

Now I clearly understood why the previous letter was so long and grandiose.

‘In the end, it was deliberately written that way to bother Riorem.’

I couldn’t help but snicker.

“What do you think, Riorem? Do you want to comply with King Arete’s wishes?”

“Would I want to?”

A cold, even sharp reply came back.

“In that case, you’d better learn how to hunt this week. Is there any noble-born retainer nearby? It would be good to quickly learn just the important etiquette and practice archery.”

“Maybe.”

Riorem frowned.

“…Teumesa will know well.”

“Oh, you said he’s from the Bongshin family.”

Riorem grimaced at my words.

Since I found out that Teumesa came yesterday, he had been reacting like that continuously.

It seemed that he was simply displeased by the fact that I had any relationship with someone other than himself.

‘Was he always this obsessive?’

I gently stroked the back of his hand to soothe him.

“Then leave that matter to Teumesa. But it would be better to talk about it next time. Today, we have to write a reply to the king’s letter.”

“Is it okay not to call him?”

He blatantly showed his displeasure. 

Apparently, he expected me to call Teumesa separately and talk to him alone.

I shook my head.

“Isn’t it something you can say? More than that, I want to know where we can go hunting now. Is there a forest inside the castle? It would be fine if the trees are thick.”

“There is, but… why do you ask?”

“I think I can teach you how to use hunting dogs. Of course, the beasts I released weren’t normal animals, but it shouldn’t be too different.”

It was an arrogant remark, actually.

A slave teaching his master. 

Especially when I didn’t even know much.

But Riorem would take it differently. 

Even though he wanted to humiliate and dominate me, he also longed for the remnants of the Lady Peroa within me.

As expected, Riorem didn’t punish the arrogant slave.

“Call a maid and get ready to go out. I will see if there is a hunting dog we can take with us.”

He left the bedroom with his pants bulging at the crotch.

Getting ready to go out didn’t take long. 

No need to prepare hunting clothes; a simple outfit would suffice.

Most of the time was spent covering my hair and face.

Actually, Riorem was the one who was slow to prepare. 

Teumesa fiercely opposed this outing.

After a long discussion, Riorem and I came out to the yard behind the mansion. 

It was my first time here.

“The trees have grown quite densely.”

I said admiringly.

It wasn’t a big forest, but it was enough to hunt small animals. 

Maybe not wolves, but wild dogs would live here.

But naturally, Riorem wasn’t focused on the forest.

“Do you really have to bring hunting dogs too?”

Riorem said as he quietly looked at the leash in my hand. 

A black hunting dog was tied at the end of the leash.

“You can’t teach you just by words.”

“But…”

“Say that only after you follow what I show you properly.”

Riorem looked down at his hand with a dissatisfied face.

He was holding a leash too, but unlike the black dog calmly sniffing beside me, 

Riorem’s dog was pulling the leash as if trying to go ahead.

“You have to make the dog focus on you. Try pulling the leash like holding on a bit more.”

“But this one wants to go forward, don’t you think?”

“A hunting dog chases only when the owner tells it to. If it just goes whenever it wants, what’s the difference from a wild dog?”

Riorem shut his mouth.

A smile escaped me unconsciously.

‘You couldn’t even decide your own likes or dislikes, yet why do you hate suppressing a dog’s instincts so much?’

Of course, it was interesting.

That a man who couldn’t even figure out what he wanted or liked himself would feel uncomfortable about this.

‘It’d be better to catch something first and then take a break. He can’t focus anyway.’

But there was a problem.

I wasn’t the only one who noticed that Riorem hated training the hunting dog.

Woof!

Riorem’s dog barked loudly and jumped up to eye level at once.

At the same time, the leash snapped with a snap.

“Ah! Catch that one, Rio…”

I called out to Riorem, but it was already too late. 

The dog that broke free ran deep into the forest.

Watching the dog that eventually disappeared into a speck, I muttered without realizing it:

“The dog really takes after its owner.”

“That’s not my dog, though.”

“Did I say it looked like you?”

“Hah. Well, that’s good. Now that there’s something to find, it’ll be easier to focus.”

Saying that, I handed the leash in my hand to Riorem.

Fortunately, this time the tracking went smoothly.

The black dog was experienced, but it was mostly because Riorem had started to concentrate.

However, another worry arose.

I glared up at the sky visible through the dense trees. 

It was still blue, but hints of red were creeping in.

Besides, we had gone deeper into the forest than expected.

“There are two dogs trained in this forest, so we won’t get lost… but Teumesa will be angry again.”

I didn’t care if Teumesa got mad at me.

But I wanted to prevent the gap between Riorem and Teumesa from widening. 

Someone like Teumesa would be hard to replace.

“Of course, if Riorem finds out I’m thinking this way, he’ll complain again.”

I watched Riorem follow the dog’s trail.

Riorem had a talent for tracking. 

Maybe because he was naturally sharp, he was quick to find fresh traces.

Such meticulousness probably helped him rise to his position.

“It must have also helped him evade being tracked.”

I smiled, remembering a long-ago event.

The day I learned Riorem was missing, I released the hunting dogs to search for him.

By chance, the last place he had visited was my bedroom. 

The dogs roamed the palace, following the strong scent he left in the room.

But we couldn’t find him. 

Until Riorem started mercenary work in a country without slavery, his whereabouts were completely unknown.

However, after becoming a mercenary in another country, news of him came frequently. 

That was because he didn’t hide his origins.

Thanks to that, I could hear through my fiancés that the runaway slave had become a mercenary and settled in the kingdom of Arete.

“It’s quite ridiculous that I’m teaching such a man how to use hunting dogs.”

Some time later, we finally found the runaway dog.

“…Unbelievable.”

Riorem muttered upon seeing it.

Of course, I had similar thoughts. 

How could a dog that broke its leash and ran away be lying peacefully on a bench in a treehouse?

I approached the dog lying comfortably and took out an extra leash.

“This time, hold it properly before it runs away.”

Riorem followed me silently.

Contrary to expectations, putting on the new leash was not difficult. 

The dog lay still without moving.

“Ha… so we caught the dog.”

I looked up. The sky had already turned to sunset.

“Do you remember how far we came in, Riorem?”

“It took about an hour and a half to get here.”

The sun would set before we even got out of the forest.

“Teumesa will come to get on my nerves again.”

I stood up, tying the dog to a post on the railing.

If something was going to happen anyway, I might as well be comfortable.

“Can you check if anyone’s inside?”

“There’s no one. The nearby footprints are a few days old.”

Like a ghost.

I honestly admired this and headed for the treehouse.

The door was unlocked. 


The furniture—bed, table, chairs—was all intact.

“Looks like a shared place for hunters.”

“Ah.”

I let out a breath of surprise.
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Only then did I notice the two dogs sprawled comfortably on the chairs as if they were used to it. 

There was no way this was their first time reacting like this.

“Is this perhaps one of those? A hunter’s cabin used for spending nights in the forest…?”

“It likely is,” Riorem replied.

I couldn’t help but laugh at his response.

“Ha ha! How amusing. Even the dogs know what’s going on, and here we are acting like we’ve discovered a gingerbread house from a fairy tale.”

One had spent her entire life in the detached palace. 

The other, a lifetime serving his master.

It was amusing how neither of us were used to such unpredictable situations.

“Then I suppose we should spend the night here. Even if it’s a small forest, we could still lose our way at night.”

“Will that be all right?”

Riorem asked with a stiff expression.

I looked around the cabin.

Indeed, I had never sat on such crude furniture before. 

Sleeping on a bed covered with nothing but old furs was unimaginable.

But for me, discomfort and hardship were better than boredom.

‘Just keeping up with Riorem’s hunting had already been tough enough.’

I casually sat on the edge of the bed.

“You say strange things, Riorem. Weren’t you the one who always said slaves have no right to avoid discomfort?”

“…But you’re a bedchamber slave.”

Riorem bit his lip. 

He must have realized how poor an excuse that sounded.

He quickly changed the subject.

“Is there any firewood nearby?”

“Hm, not much from the looks of it.”

“I’d better go gather some. Please wait here.”

With that, Riorem left the cabin.

I sat in the empty cabin, watching the sky darken.

Back at the mansion, we always lit candles before it got this dark, so I hadn’t realized. 

But here in the cabin, with not a speck of light, sunset alone brought near-complete darkness.

It felt like the middle of the night by the time Riorem returned.

He began preparing for the night with impressive ease. 

It seemed that while this might be his first time using this particular cabin, he wasn’t new to such situations.

“You seem quite used to this,” I remarked as the inside of the cabin brightened.

“I am. Most mercenaries are.”

“So this is something you learned during the time I don’t know about.”

At my words, Riorem sneered.

“Just because it’s a different time doesn’t mean you know it well.”

“You’re right. I never did understand why you wouldn’t get into bed.”

His shadow twitched against the log wall.

“Honestly, I still don’t understand. What do you want? Why did you bring me here as a bedchamber slave and then just leave me alone?”

“You acted like getting spanked a little was nothing to you.”

“But sex… sex means putting a cock into a pussy, doesn’t it?”

“W-what…”

Riorem shot to his feet.

“W-where did you even learn to say something like that?!”

“The higher a man’s rank, the more he gets off on vulgar things. I’ve heard far cruder words than that.”

“Those bastards…”

Riorem began breathing hard, as if he might snap the necks of those men who had said such things to me.

Seeing him like that, a faint suspicion turned into certainty.

‘That face… and still a virgin. In its own way, that’s quite something.’

Riorem had left his ducal household around the time he became an adult.

For a man who’d spent years as a mercenary to still be a virgin at twenty-four…

If he had remained in the temple, he might really have succeeded in becoming a priest.

‘Even if he’s a pervert who gets off watching me write letters.’

I leaned back against the rolled-up fur and continued.

“Even the King of Arete recognized my ownership, didn’t he? You’re already touching me however you please. So what exactly is the problem?”

“Is that enough for you?”

“Of course. I didn’t care about being taken by Arete’s general. So why would I mind being taken by my own foot-washing slave?”

A long silence followed.

In the end, I was the one who gave in first. 

I’d tolerated a slave refusing to sleep with me—tolerating my master doing the same wasn’t going to be any harder.

“Fine. Do as you like. But I’d still prefer if you got into the bed. It’s too hard and cold.”

Strangely, Riorem immediately did as I asked.

He picked me up in his arms, laid himself down on the bed, and then placed me on top of him.

I lay on top of him, looking into his eyes—because his crotch, just beneath me, was burning hot.

At this point, I was simply curious.

“You used to masturbate while thinking about me, didn’t you?”

“Doesn’t this make you curious? What it’s like for real, not just in your imagination? All my ex-fiancés used to say that.”

Twitch.

His cock, pressed against my thigh, throbbed roughly.

But that was it. Riorem remained silent. 

The only sound in the room was the crackling of firewood.

Eventually, I leaned against his chest and closed my eyes. 

Maybe it was because I hadn’t been outside in a while, or because I had moved so much—but exhaustion washed over me.

Just as I was drifting into sleep—

“…I’ve never done it before.”

A small voice broke the silence.

“Not even… imagined something like that.”

We returned to the estate as soon as the sun rose.

Though it wasn’t fully light yet, the two hunting dogs eagerly guided our way, so we didn’t get lost.

The estate was quiet, as if the disappearance of its master for a single night meant nothing.

Of course, Theumesa was probably upset… but I wasn’t in a condition to worry about that.

The moment we returned, I collapsed into bed. 

I wasn’t sick with anything specific, but my fever wouldn’t go down.

‘There are too many possibilities.’

Even in a haze, I had that thought.

I was never a very active person to begin with. 

Sometimes I’d take a walk or dance, but that was about it.

Occasionally I’d move with enthusiasm—like when chasing down escaped slaves.

Since coming here, it had gotten worse. 

I barely moved at all now.

So wandering through a forest like that—of course my body would protest.

Or maybe it was because I fell asleep in a place both uncomfortable and cold.

‘Or maybe it was because I skipped too many meals. Or… maybe Riorem’s words left too much of an impression.’

There were so many suspects, I couldn’t pinpoint the exact cause.

Riorem, however, seemed to believe all of them were the problem.

I looked toward the sofa, far from the bed.

It was what Riorem had been using instead of the bed these past few days. 

It was quite large, but far too small for a tall man like him to lie on properly.

And yet, he’d stuffed himself halfway onto it to sleep—giving the bed to the woman he brought in as a slave.

‘He could’ve just used another bedroom, at least.’

But Riorem neither got into the bed nor left me alone.

Clearly, he thought laying me down after holding me that night had been a mistake.

Ever since I’d asked whether he’d ever imagined “penetrative sex,” Riorem had become extremely conscious of my body.

He knew my body well—how hot it was inside, how easily I got wet.

He’d always condemned it as lewd and vulgar despite knowing it responded well.

And now, he seemed troubled. 

Because for the first time, he’d thought about it—that act he’d never considered before.

“If just using my hand feels this good, how much better would it feel inside?”

Filled with such thoughts, sharing the bed with me must’ve been unbearable.

In the end, Riorem had left the cabin and spent the night outside after laying me down.

‘And he thinks this is the result.’

I brushed my sweat-dampened hair back.

While I battled an unexpected fever, Riorem didn’t lay a hand on me.

He even left all the nursing to the maids—wiping away my sweat and caring for me.

Aside from the fact that I slept in the bed and Riorem stayed nearby, this might have been the more “natural” distance between us.

But we were never “natural” to begin with. Now he wanted distance?

‘Only just barely, at that.’

A drowsy breath slipped from my lips.

As the fever started to break, my libido began to stir.

It wasn’t strange, considering how abruptly all those nightly pleasures had ceased.

Riorem probably wasn’t faring much better.

‘Especially since he’s been obsessed with being stroked by hand lately…’

So maybe… it’s about time to start teasing him again.


With that thought, I waited for Riorem the entire day.

Fortunately, it didn’t require much patience.

Click.

I heard the door handle turn.
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Beyond the partition, set up in multiple layers to block the cold wind, I could see a head suddenly rising.

I lay on the bed and opened my mouth.

“You came back early today.”

As expected, there was no answer. 

By now, I was used to it.

Riorem was a man who had the habit of shutting his mouth whenever he was in trouble. 

In situations where everything felt uncomfortable, there was no way to have a conversation.

So I ignored his silence and brought up what I wanted to say.

“You want to wash up, right? Shall I help you bathe?”

“Oh, are you going to make the maid even bathe me?”

An awkward silence followed.

Fortunately, Riorem quickly made a decision.

He went to the table and rang the bell placed there. 

Soon, the maid entered.

“Prepare the bathwater.”

The maid’s brown eyes glanced between me and Riorem.

It was a look as if she was trying to judge whether “Help him bathe” or “Just prepare the bathwater” was the correct interpretation.

After a moment, the maid quietly retreated.

She came back with the bathtub, filled it with warm water, and left.

I slowly got up from the bed.

Normally, Riorem would have already lifted me and placed me in the bathtub.

But now, since he was still standing stiffly in front of the table, he couldn’t act “normally.”

Arriving next to the bathtub, I began to undress right away. 

Even then, Riorem remained stiff.

Of course, his gaze never left me.

Soon, I was completely naked. 

As I slowly put my feet into the tub, Riorem’s eyes were fixed on me.

Splash, splash.

Only the sound of water splashing echoed in the quiet room.

I rubbed my wet skin with my hands. 

Every time, I felt Riorem’s gaze sweeping over my skin.

He still didn’t move.

But his crotch was tightly bulging, and the heat was reflected in his blue eyes.

“Maybe this is enough.”

I slowly grasped my chest with both hands.

Riorem’s shoulders twitched as he watched me.

Supporting my chest with wet, slippery hands, the water trickled and dropped back into the bathtub.

That sound wasn’t only stimulating to Riorem.

“Haa…”

I pinched my nipple with my fingertips. 

It was a kind of stimulation I didn’t usually like, but after three days without Riorem’s touch, it didn’t feel bad now.

“Umm…”

Twisting my nipple, the pain grew sharper and more acute. 

A heat like goosebumps spread through my chest.

I tormented my nipple for a long time. 

I could feel the familiar warmth spreading along my shoulders and back.

I removed my hand and gripped my chest again. 

It felt less stable compared to the usual way I grasped my chest, but it wasn’t bad.

As my body started to heat up, a tickling sensation came from below.

Without hesitation, I put my right hand into the bathwater. 

Splash, the sound of water echoed, and at the same time, Riorem’s Adam’s apple moved significantly.

Ignoring that, I searched for my clitoris between my legs.

Maybe because it had been a long time, my clitoris was already swollen plump. 

Just sliding my hand over it was pleasurable.

“Haa, hh…”

Every time I moved my fingers over the mound, pleasure tickled and blossomed.

Intoxicated by the sensation, I rubbed and massaged the most sensitive part. 

The heat spread throughout my lower abdomen.

Drip, drip.

As my body twisted from the thrill, bathwater spilled outside the tub.

Leaning against the tub wall, I mindlessly touched my clitoris.

Maybe because the sensation was rare, my mind told me to check Riorem’s reaction, but I couldn’t stop my hand.

My inner walls twitched incessantly. 

The pleasure spreading as my clitoris was gently crushed was so sweet that my lower abdomen felt like melting.

I don’t know how long I rubbed that spot, but instinctively I stopped my fingers.

Pressure on my clitoris was accompanied by a sweet pleasure spreading throughout my body.

I tilted my chin up and enjoyed the languid feeling stirring in my body. 

The climax I felt was long and smooth.

Maybe because of that, the stimulation that followed was too intense for me.

“Huh…!”

Something covered my parted lips.

A thick flesh plunged deep into my mouth at once. 

Its smooth surface thoroughly swept my inner mucous membrane.

At the same time, a strong arm grabbed my body.

I let out a laboured breath. 

My chest was crushed against the hot muscles

and it was only then that I realised it was a hug.

“Mmm, yeah… Mmm.”

Hot breath burrows deep into my throat.

At the same time, a long tongue probed the inside of my lips, exploring the mucous membranes, tongue, and teeth, and when it found a weak

spot, it scraped it without ejaculation.

It was a kiss like sex.

I gave my lips away without thinking. 

His tongue probing inside me like he was fucking me,

I was lost in thought.

Then my head pinged.

‘Ah…….’

My body slid into the tub.

A large hand gripped me firmly.

My lips were soon parted, and I gasped for air.

‘Ha, ha, ha, ah.’

The lack of breathing caused a momentary wave of dizziness. 

My hair, which had been dyed pitch black,

was slowly starting to find color.

But before I could even move my body.

“Ahhhh……!”

A nasal scream erupted from me.

Something hard dug into my spasming vaginal walls.

Hard, hard, hard.

My eyes flashed open with the sound of rushing water.

Reflexively, I tightened my fingers. 

But because she had already climaxed and melted

once, her vaginal walls weren’t as tight as she wanted them to be.

“Aah, mmm. Mmm.!”

“Haaaa.”

Riorem let out a long breath.

He could distinctly feel his hole clenching and biting at his fingers.

His fingers scrabbled inside and slipped out. 

A thick stream of water, not unlike bathwater, spurted out.

I gasped, leaning against Riorem’s chest.

Hot breath poured over my head.

‘…Hands.’

A hissing whisper tickled my ear.

“With your hands… please.”

‘With your… hands,’ Riorem said, his voice sounding stifled.

I didn’t have to look hard to realise what he meant: he wanted a hand

in this narrow, damp hole, a cock in place of a rock.

Knowing full well, I didn’t glare at Riorem, just reached out with a shaky

hand and undid my trousers at the seams.

Tuduk.

His cock bounced free, pre-cum dripping from it.

How much had already leaked out. 

My cock was wet as if I had ejaculated.

My fingers pushed back in just as I gripped the pole.

‘Aaaahhh!’

My hand tightened in sudden pleasure.

I wondered if that was a sign. 

Riorem’s cock throbbed and began to spit out a thin stream of seed.

“Hah, yuck.

Riorem gritted his teeth and swallowed hard.

At the same time, his rough, long fingers dug deeper inside. 

It was so deeply embedded that he could feel the irritation where his fingers shouldn’t have been able to reach.

Then another one pushed in. 

The unbelievable bulk of a finger filled my lower belly. 

Followed by a penetration that felt like a cock.

Puck, puck. 

The finger, pushed to its limits, pounded against my inner walls.

The intense pleasure overwhelmed me. 

I gasped frantically and twisted my legs around.

A few times I lost my grip on my penis, but it didn’t matter. 

Riorem was still masturbating with, his hand still clutching mine.

Then his callused fingers found a spot.

“Hmph.

I sighed involuntarily. 

The pressure felt strange and uncomfortable.

I reflexively bit my lower back. 

But instead of withdrawing, the finger continued to rub against the spot.

‘Ugh, ah, ah, ah, ah.’

A short, sharp moan poured out of me.

I twisted my hips, trying to get away, but Riorem didn’t back off.

My mucous membranes flapped relentlessly. 

As if rubbing his finger wasn’t enough, Riorem pressed

harder, scraping and prodding.

I let out a scream I don’t remember. 

I squirmed and pushed away from Riorem’s chest , but I couldn’t escape the forced penetration.

A heat I couldn’t tell if it was pleasure or anguish rose to the top of my head.

My still-heated skin burned bright red, and Lorem’s sweat dripped

down over it.

And then I climaxed. 


Pleasure shuddered through my body, as if I were being crushed and subdued by something heavy.

The flesh inside me clenched as if to endure the sensation.

‘Ha.’

I heard Riorem’s sharp intake of breath from overhead.
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Soon my posture changed, and I leaned against the bathtub. 

The hand of Riorem, who had been holding my shoulder, was now gripping his own genitals.

While Riorem was stroking himself, the thick fingers still left inside me continued to lightly explore my vaginal opening.

Through the convulsing walls of my vagina, his fingers slipped smoothly.

Tap, tap, tap, tap.

A dull friction sound continued.

At a speed incomparable to the carefully exploring fingers inside me, Riorem’s genitals trembled.

I watched absentmindedly and tightened my lower abdomen. 

I felt the fingers that had been repeatedly moving in and out hesitate.

In the silence, Riorem climaxed.

A sticky, mucus-like fluid dripped onto my chest.

Only then did silence fall again in the room.

Splash, splash.

The bathwater stirred and struck the bathtub walls.

I closed my eyes as I looked at the man who neither withdrew his hand nor could still thrust his stiff cock inside me.

It was as if he was telling me to wash.

Fortunately, my fever had completely gone by the morning before we left for the hunting grounds.

After confirming that my fever was gone, Riorem immediately devoted himself to hunting practice. It seemed he hadn’t been able to concentrate while I was sick.

It was fortunate that Riorem was motivated and started preparing for the hunt, but a different problem came to me.

That was Teumesa Labros.

Teumesa stormed into the bedroom exactly 20 minutes after Riorem left.

Right now, Teumesa could criticize me without a hint of guilt. 

My body was fully healed, and Riorem wasn’t here.

However, as Riorem Bellik’s adjutant, Teumesa was too busy blindly disliking me.

After briefly scratching my nerves as if greeting me, Teumesa got straight to the point.

“Only His Majesty and the Crown Prince know that you’re here. For now.”

“It’s annoying, but your king is a smart man.”

Teumesa didn’t deny it.

“So the loose schedule is a concern. The Crown Prince might try to contact you.”

“Ah… that could be.”

It was obvious. 

From their perspective, they couldn’t know my intentions.

If by any chance they were displeased that I had become Riorem’s slave, it was like holding a powder keg.

They would keep looking for opportunities to escape and would do everything to contact the outside world.

‘And normally, it’s understandable not to accept the situation of a princess becoming a slave.’

Hence the sinister rumors that the captured princess was raped and impregnated to be kept by their side.

I hesitated a bit and asked,

“If I say I don’t feel much difference between being sold as Princess Peroa and living as a bedroom slave, would they believe it?”

“Would they?”

Probably not.

I quietly looked down at my teacup.

“Then they will try to give me an appropriate hiding place.”

The king of Arete would want to hide me.

But they wouldn’t believe I was satisfied living in this bedroom… so they’d try to hide me by giving me something that would prevent complaints.

Even if I didn’t particularly want that. For their peace of mind within a range they could accept.

At that moment, Teumesa cleared her throat with a troubled face, as if reluctantly bringing up something she absolutely didn’t want to say.

“…The real problem is that the Crown Prince meeting with you in the first place is a problem. Whether they meet openly in front of the general, or secretly.”

“Ahaha!”

“You’re laughing? That’s the biggest problem.”

Unlike the serious Teumesa, I couldn’t help but laugh.

That’s right. 

If there was contact with the Crown Prince, Riorem was the biggest problem.

Not only his adjutant, but also the boy who picked flowers, and even the king who would receive my letters — all jealous Riorem wouldn’t let any man who wanted to secretly talk with me pass.

And I, meeting him as well.

‘So that’s why she said it with such a poker face.’

I suppressed my laughter and raised the teacup.

As I swirled the now cold, bitter tea in my mouth, Teumesa brought up the next topic.

It was quite solemn, as if this was the main point.

“I really hate how the general is strangely swayed by you… but I think we should use that this time.”

Teumesa pushed a pouch on the table toward me.

I readily took it. I was curious what this clever woman had come up with.

Previously she gave me a pen with poison, so I wondered what unique solution she had now.

But inside were only sewing thread and needle, and a white handkerchief made of soft cotton.

Combining this content and what will happen from tomorrow, only one conclusion came to mind.

“But… really?”

I looked Teumesa in the eyes to confirm. 

Without realizing it, a sharp voice slipped out.

“…What exactly do you want me to do with this?”

“It’s obvious, isn’t it? You’re supposed to give a hand-embroidered handkerchief.”

The typical gray eyes of an Aretean gazed silently at my face.

“Have you never done this before? Maybe you’re too much of a noble lady to have ever given one to anyone?”

“I can’t lie about that.”

A flush of color rose to Teumesa’s face. 

She looked like she had caught an opportunity.

I quietly stared down at the sugar bowl.

I was annoyed that she acted as if she’d found my weakness. 

I even thought about throwing it at her face since it was the perfect size.

But… despite my irritation, it wasn’t a bad idea.

Riorem gets excited every time I do something a noble lady would.

It was just after he had learned the methods and etiquette of hunting. 

He must have also learned about giving embroidered handkerchiefs, so if I received one, he might immediately get aroused from the waist down.

‘As long as I don’t have to do it myself, it’s a perfect plan.’

Better than getting caught meeting the Crown Prince and getting oral punished in a tent with no soundproofing.

I eventually accepted the pouch containing the sewing kit.

The next day at dawn.

A group consisting of one carriage, three servants, one wagon carrying luggage, and five knights left Dynamis Castle.

Teumesa was not among them. 

With the limited number on the invitation, only the bare minimum could be taken.

Perhaps because of that, Teumesa’s expression as she watched the carriage leave was not good.

‘Either that, or she’s disappointed because what she expected didn’t happen.’

I recalled Teumesa’s expression when she looked at the handkerchief I had completed.

Contrary to expectations, her reaction seemed more embarrassed than disappointed at the neat embroidery.

‘She probably hasn’t heard how harshly the Duke of Peroa trained his daughters.’

As I stared out the window, a curtain suddenly fell over it.

It was Riorem.

I shifted my gaze from the window to him.

“Get down from the window. Someone might see you.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle.

How common is it for a woman to be wrapped up so her face and hair aren’t visible, and yet someone would stare at her intently?

After they found out that the tightly covered woman wasn’t a fiancée but a bedroom slave, they would probably be curious.

‘Still, they’d just think it’s excessive or wonder how pretty she must be to be wrapped like that.’

So even Teumesa probably didn’t oppose me being taken away.

Anyway, I obediently got down from the window and went to Riorem’s side, leaning on his shoulder.

Startled.

The contact made his body jump.

Ignoring that, I asked,

“How much longer do we have to go from here?”

“About three… four hours. We’re planning to avoid the royal road.”

“You’re trying to hide that you’re the one going with the Crown Prince, huh?”

“It’s not confirmed yet. Whether we really are allies or not.”

“Hmm.”

I buried myself deep in Riorem’s embrace.

“What kind of person is the Crown Prince?”

“Why are you curious about that?”

“The only royal I know is Alpheos tu Arete. If the Crown Prince is anything like that man, he’d lure you in just to kill you pretending it was a mistake.”

“You talk as if I’d listen to you.”

I quietly listened to Riorem’s voice.

There was no aggression in the voice above my head.

Apparently, my excuse was quite plausible.

I know nothing about the Crown Prince. I only recently learned his name was Leonidas.

But I already knew he was different from Alpheos.

‘If he were anything like that madman, Riorem would have refused the king’s offer.’
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The only reason I went out of my way to make such an excuse was one thing.

If I tried to find out about other men, Riorrem would definitely get angry.

Fortunately, the excuse that “I need to think about whether to kill or not, so I want to know about the Crown Prince” was quite convincing.

“He’s an annoying man in a different way than Prince Alpheios.”

Riorrem, who had been silent, finally spoke.

“He always avoids fights cautiously, but when it comes to situations where he wouldn’t lose out, he moves boldly to an absurd degree.”

I turned my head and looked up at Riorrem’s face. 

But in this place, I couldn’t see his face clearly.

Still, it was certain to be hardened stiff.

Riorrem still hadn’t completely abandoned the mindset he had as a slave. 

So when he was younger, he must have been quite a lot at the mercy of the opportunistic Crown Prince.

It was truly a clash of opposites.

“If it hadn’t been for what happened a few days ago, the hunt would have been a failure.”

On the day of the regular meeting, I heard that Alpheios, sword in hand, had risked his life to stop the Crown Prince.

Probably at that point, Riorrem changed his evaluation of the Crown Prince.

“Because he wouldn’t get along with Alpheios even more.”

Besides, Alpheios had disliked Riorrem from before.

He thought the reason I didn’t fall for him was because of the statue-like beautiful slave who washed feet.

I leaned back on Riorrem again and spoke.

“Then that’s a relief. You won’t get angry just because you caught a bigger prey.”

“You worry about everything.”

“Alpheios did get angry.”

The shoulder Riorrem rested on behind me stiffened again.

“He was confident because he thought he caught the biggest prey, but it wasn’t true. So when he couldn’t be the first to present the prey to me, he drew his sword.”

“Still, it wasn’t all bad. Thanks to that, Father removed Alpheios from the list of suitable husbands.”

So I liked King Arete’s judgment. 

He only let himself and the son who would inherit the throne know about my existence.

“If it had been known that I was here, Alpheios would have rushed to Dynamis Castle immediately.”

After that, I would have fought with Riorrem until we saw blood.

So I hoped the hunt would end without any trouble, and my existence would remain forever secret.

The more I wished for it, the less likely it seemed to happen.

By the time we reached the castle gate, the sun had fully risen.

The Crown Prince and his party were waiting for Riorrem at the crossroads to the hunting grounds.

It seemed they were finally about to inform which hunting grounds they would go to, in case the story leaked.

While the knights talked among themselves, Riorrem and I waited in the carriage.

The Crown Prince also did not step out of the carriage.

Finally, the carriage started moving. 

It was not toward the wide road but toward a narrow path through the forest.

Since there were fewer people, they seemed to have chosen the least conspicuous route.

“Well, it’s hard to believe that the Crown Prince and a lord of a country are moving with such a small party.”

However, it seemed they hadn’t considered the ride quality of the carriage.

Clatter, clatter

The carriage wheels made precarious noises every time they passed over uneven roads.

The situation inside the carriage was even worse. 

My body was shaken and bumped around.

I had never traveled outside of paved roads in my life, so there was no way I could endure this situation.

“Ugh…!”

The carriage jolted greatly as it hit a stone.

At the same time, my body was lifted and then fell onto the seat with a dull thud.

“Ugh.”

An involuntary groan escaped me. 

My hips and waist hurt terribly.

I tried to hold the handle and endure it somehow, but it was useless. 

I just slipped more as I lost strength.

Meanwhile, the road grew rougher as we approached the forest.

Every time the carriage shook, my body swayed. 

Riorrem held my waist, but I was already quite exhausted, and the staggering did not stop.

“…Hah.”

Then Riorrem sighed.

Soon after, my body was lifted up.

It wasn’t because of the carriage shaking. 

Riorrem had lifted me up while holding my waist.

Thud.

I soon sat on a much harder and hotter place.

It was on Riorrem’s lap.

I sat down on this new spot and tried to assess the situation.

Certainly, I no longer slipped. 

Although it still shook a little, it was much more bearable.

But no matter how I looked at it, this was…

“Riorrem.”

“…Don’t say anything.”

Riorrem whispered, almost spitting the words.

But even as he calmly ordered me, the hot and enormous pillar was still poking my hips.

‘What on earth is he excited about?’

I recalled the last 20 minutes of events.

But all I could think about was the uncomfortable mountain pass.

I got some help from Riorem, but we didn’t make much contact.

But Riorem’s penis was already fully erect. It had been a while

since he’d been like this, and his trousers were damp with heat.

A thud.

The carriage hit another rock, and there was another loud thud.

At the same time, Riorem’s arms tightened around my waist. 

With his strength, my hips also pressed heavily against his penis, heavier than before.

Wriggle.

The pole nestled between my hip bones jerked.

I asked cautiously.

‘Would you like me to step out of the way before you get there?’

.Where the hell did you learn to say that?”

Despite his reprimanding tone, Riorem’s penis raised its head even more furiously than before.

He was certainly an easy man to get to know, at least in the lower half.

‘It shouldn’t be long before we get there, there’s an open area around here that we use for hunting.’

‘You mean you want me to dismount.’

Riorem didn’t deny it.

I smiled and leaned against him. 

Sitting on my lap had elevated my seat, so now his chin rested on my shoulder.

‘I’ve always suspected, Riorem, that you have a stronger sex drive than you look.’

I said, remembering something from long ago.

I loved the face of my Seth slave, and of course I loved having him around.

But one day, as soon as Riorem finished washing my feet, he slipped out of the room.

So I snuck up behind him. 

There he was, masturbating between the laundry tubs, and in his hand was the towel he’d used to clean my feet.

The next day, and the next, and the next. 

Riorem rubbed his cock against the towel that had wiped my feet, masturbating.

It was a curiously unexpected sight.

The slave, whose expression never changed when he was whipped, had actually been wetting my foot towel with his own juices every night.

‘So I took him aside and told him to try it on my feet.’

Riorem stood upright, shaking, and he did it well.

The man who had done that was now ordering me to serve him with my hands. 

If it was progress, it was progress.

It was then. Riorem crushed my pelvis with both hands.

The bulging front of his trousers pressed against my thighs, digging inward.

Soon, a columnar root pressed against my clit.

‘Hmph!’

A sharp gasp escaped me.

Having located my clitoris, Riorem pressed my lower half against my pole, grinding against it.

The protruding vein rubbed against the back of the mound.

“Mmm, mmm… Hmph.”

A groan escaped me. It was a dull, languid pleasure. 

It wasn’t intense, but it was aching.

Thump, thump.

The rocking of the carriage was transmitted through the lower half of my body that was pressed against Riorem.

The crisp feel of the wheels over uneven ground, the creaking of the body as the carriage creaked, was a heavy pleasure.

The warmth from the contact with Riorem had grown into a fever.

‘Whoa…….’

A hot sigh touched the nape of my neck.

Soon, Riorem’s arms were wrapped tightly around my waist. 

My clit and vaginal orifice were crushed without ejaculation.

‘Aaah, aaah, aaah!’

Came out in a series of squeaky gibberish, all of which could not be drowned out by the creaking of the carriage.

Riorem must have realised it too, because his other hand clamped over my mouth,

weakening his hold on me, but it didn’t matter.

“Hmph, mmm.

I shifted my hips in pleasure.

I rubbed my groin against the pole that sprang up and burrowed between my legs. 

When even a little dulled the sensation, I sat back on my arse and made it a pointed pleasure.

I could feel the heat that had travelled from Riorem to me, and now to my lower belly, trickling through my entire body.

I rocked my hips at a rapid pace to fill that sensation, which resembled flotation, all the way to the tip of my head.

And just as I reached that climax, it was over.
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Suddenly, all stimulation stopped. 

Riorem had lifted me up again. 

I trembled, suspended in the air. 

The climax that had almost reached right nearby flickered before my eyes. 

Just a little more was needed. No, even now, I only needed to rub my fingers.

Tears welled up at the corners of my eyes, which must have been flushed red.

Whether he knew it or not, Riorem simply put me back down beside him.

At that moment, from afar, I heard the sound of horses trotting. 

It was the sound signaling the horses to stop.

Soon, the clatter of hooves that had filled the outside of the carriage gradually diminished. 

Then, the carriage we were riding in came to a complete halt.

“They’ll probably get off soon,” Riorem said in a low voice.

Only then did I turn to look at Riorem. 

He was smiling.

“I’m used to you shaking your hips impatiently, but I never imagined you’d do it even when we stopped here.”

With that, Riorem tidied up my clothes. 

Even the hair that might have slipped out was carefully tucked inside my headscarf.

“But no matter how lustful you are, you can’t just leave your master and go off alone. Be patient.”

“Why don’t you just release it already? I could handle that much.”

“What are you talking about drinking… ah.”

Riorem’s expression stiffened as if he understood what I meant.

The front of his pants, soaked with fluid of unknown origin, twitched.

Frozen as if stunned, Riorem soon left the carriage after knocking on the wall.

Left alone in the carriage, I tried to cool down my heated body.

Of course, I was sure there was no need to cool off all this heat.

As soon as the tent was set up, Riorem would come rushing.

The tent Riorem used was assembled in no time.

Before the furniture was even set up inside, I was called out. 

A slave who serves is no different from furniture.

I was the only one Riorem brought to attend to himself. 

So, I was placed in the tent like a flower vase with flowers.

Normally, Riorem might have been a little angry about that.
So, it meant another knight had called me over to give some instructions.

But we had just been almost at the climax inside the carriage.

So when Riorem saw me inside the tent, he immediately lunged at me. 

Without exaggeration, it was as if his eyes had gone wild.

As I was thrown onto the bed, I checked if the curtain blocking the entrance was properly lowered.

Otherwise, I’d have to slap Riorem to make him come to his senses.

Fortunately, the weighted curtain did its job. 

I took my eyes off the entrance and lifted my skirt.

Huff.

Riorem breathed heavily on my thigh revealed under the voluminous skirt.

He unbuttoned my pants as if tearing them off. 

His genitalia bounced with a ping sound.

Plop.

Riorem sat on the bed. 

Then, grabbing my legs that were open toward him, he pulled them together and embraced them.

Suddenly, between my tightly closed thighs, his head, already fully aroused, popped out.

I draped my legs over Riorem’s shoulders and got into position. 

The soft flesh inside my thighs firmly trapped his head.

“Ugh.”

Riorem let out a hot breath, apparently satisfied by the pressure.

Holding my thighs, Riorem moved his hips. 

His hot, firm shaft rubbed between my thighs, then something bigger caught inside. 

His head.

From the hooked tip of his head, precum dripped down. 

The thin liquid wetted my thighs and dripped down.

When Riorem thrust up again, the moisture he left acted as lubricant and stuck to the shaft.

Several slow back-and-forth motions followed.

I thought it was strange.

This wasn’t a time for Riorem to be changing positions while moving. 

From the bulging veins alone, it was clear he was extremely aroused.

‘Usually, Riorem shakes his hips frantically when he’s about to climax…’

Just then, he thrust upward from below, penetrating me with a peculiar angle. 

My labia and clitoris were squeezed and pressed.

“Ugh, huff?”

The sudden pleasure made me cry out.

Riorem covered my mouth with his hand.

I looked up at Riorem with a puzzled expression.

He wasn’t looking at me. 

His gaze was fixed on the entrance to the tent he had just come through.

Step, step.

Beyond the thick curtains, layered to block sound, the dull thudding of boots approached closer and closer.

Eventually, the visitor stopped right in front of the tent.

“General Riorem, are you inside?”

A strong man’s voice came from beyond the layered tent.

Because another curtain was hung in front of the entrance to block sight and sound, the voice sounded muffled.

“Who is it?”

Riorem shouted loudly.

Unaware of the strange intensity in the voice, the man calmly replied,

“Paletion Danos.”

I unconsciously swallowed hard.

It was a familiar name — one of the crown prince’s closest aides, as told to me by Teumesa.

Riorem stopped moving at the unexpected name.

In the brief silence, Paletion Danos spoke again:

“May I come in for a moment? I have something to discuss.”

Riorem glanced down at me.

Then he slowly began to move his waist — to keep his erection and to preserve the excitement in my body.

“If it’s something that must be said inside, come only as far as the curtain. I’m in the middle of something.”

“Then I’ll excuse myself.”

I looked up at Riorem.

A large partition was set up at the tent entrance to block the view inside.

But only the inside was hidden — sounds and movement would be clearly transmitted.

“Are you really going to bring someone inside at a time like this?”

As if answering my question, Riorem tightly grabbed my thigh.

Meanwhile, beyond the partition, I heard the outer curtain and blocking curtain being pulled aside in order.

Paletion Danos took his place in front of the partition.

“What is the business?”

“The Crown Prince ordered me to check on the general’s quarters. To see if preparations are complete and if there is anything uncomfortable.”

“Is that something you need to ask inside the tent?”

Riorem replied sharply, then brushed his lips against my ear.

“Ahem.”

Paletion cleared his throat awkwardly. 

I bit the back of my hand, enduring the heat soaking my skin.

“He said after you’ve caught your breath, we should go check the hunting grounds together. To see what animals might have taken up residence in the forest during the winter.”

“Just the Crown Prince and me?”

“Of course, there will be attendants and guards with us. But… for a quick look-around, he said only two or three attendants should come.”

“Hmm.”

Riorem murmured lowly.

‘Seems like he doesn’t quite buy it.’

I could easily guess what Riorem was thinking.

Of course, if the schedule was secret enough that only a small number including the Crown Prince were going, it was indeed a confidential matter.

But that was something a servant could handle.

This was not something so important that a man who was practically the Crown Prince’s bodyguard would need to come into the tent to ask about it.

‘As expected…’

I struggled to catch my breath and thought,

‘He must be trying to probe about me.’

At that moment, a strong sensation surged between my legs.

I urgently covered my mouth with both hands.

The shaft rubbing between my thighs began crushing my groin.

The tightly closed hole, the swollen clitoris, even the path up to my lower belly — a huge mass crushed them all.

I lifted my head with effort.

As expected, Riorem’s gaze was fixed on me.

He had noticed too — that the Crown Prince had sent his aide to inquire about me.

Paletion Danos was in a difficult position.

He had served Crown Prince Leodinas for a long time, knowing even the slightest intentions the prince never voiced.

What was troubling Paletion now was exactly that.

The prince wanted to find something out, but he would not say exactly what.

‘He clearly wants to ask something, but he never reveals what it is.’

Not only Paletion.

Even the staff and closest attendants could not figure out what the prince was hiding.

‘They only knew it was related to Riorem Velik.’

Paletion thought about the man beyond the partition.

The Crown Prince and Riorem were literally at odds with each other — as is common between most princes and Riorem.

The fact that the prince was going hunting alone with Riorem meant something was definitely going on.

 
 
  Chapter 32






‘What is it? Nothing seemed out of the ordinary.’

Of course, there was one thing that seemed completely unrelated to the Riorem Bellick he knew…

Just then, Riorem’s voice came from inside the tent.

“It seems you also don’t know why His Highness the Crown Prince sent you here.”

“…That’s correct.”

Paletion admitted without resistance.

“To be honest, I believe His Highness is curious about something regarding you, General. But I couldn’t guess what it might be… Do you know anything?”

“I do. However… hmm, I don’t know why he would send you of all people. If he’s that curious, he should come and ask himself.”

There was a strange metallic ring to Riorem’s voice.

But Paletion didn’t pay much attention to that subtle difference. 

His mind was preoccupied with something else.

“He said doing that would draw too much attention.”

Paletion furrowed his brow.

He truly couldn’t understand. 

Why was it necessary to be this cautious just to make contact with General Riorem?

Surely, there were spies among the attendants brought to the hunting grounds. 

But now that they had already arrived here with the General in a loud fashion, wasn’t it too late to hide anything?

He had to get some information out of this unsociable man, but there weren’t even any clues to go on.

It was frustrating.

‘…Is it really that?’

Paletion recalled the members Riorem had brought along and the brief information he had about them.

Ten soldiers under his command.

Three aides who also served as workers.

Two servants.

‘And one female slave serving him.’

It was the first time Paletion had seen Riorem bring a slave with him — let alone a woman.

Bringing aides he normally didn’t use was understandable in this setting. 

Many mocked the idea of a former slave bringing slaves of his own.

‘But bringing a woman… that’s truly odd.’

Among men of similar rank, Riorem was the only one who had never even been engaged.

Of course, highborn women might have looked down on a general of slave origin.

But people don’t act based on logic alone.

And more than anything, Riorem’s looks and wealth more than made up for his origins.

The only reason Riorem had no romantic relationships was that he himself avoided women.

He rejected not only women pushed into his bedchamber, but also those who showed any interest in him.

It wasn’t difficult to understand.

After all, Riorem had been a slave to that brutal Lady Peroa.

Even if only half the rumors were true, it was no wonder he had developed an aversion to women.

‘And yet, he brings a female slave to serve him now.’

Just as Paletion was having those thoughts—

“…Hic.”

A choked, sobbing sound came from inside the tent.

Paletion’s shoulders flinched.

It was unmistakably a woman’s voice.

While he hesitated, another alarming sound echoed from within.

Smack!

A sharp noise of flesh hitting flesh.

‘No way…?’

Just as he began to suspect, the same sound repeated in succession.

Smack, smack! Smack!

“Mmph… mmph.”

“Hah… Truly, you can’t do a single thing right.”

Covering the small whimpers, Riorem murmured in a cold voice.

“Is keeping quiet really such a difficult order to follow?”

Slap, slap.

End.

The louder the blows grew, the louder the sounds from inside until at one point he could clearly hear the woman’s sobs.

Only then did Paletion understand the situation.

‘Did she tell you not to come in because she was punishing a slave?’

Now that he thought about it, there was a strange breathiness to Riorem’s voice. 

Maybe he’d been whipping the whole time.

‘Normally, I would have suspected that he was enjoying the suspense of the situation.’

But this was Riorem Velikh. 

A man who didn’t seem to have the slightest hint of lust on his face, and who hadn’t actually allowed anyone in the Kingdom of Arete to approach him.

It was easy to see why the crown prince had sent him here.

He must have wanted to see if the female slave accompanying Riorem was some sort of mistress.

‘Judging by the way he continues to punish her even though she’s here, I don’t think she’s that sort of person,’ Paletion concluded quickly, clearing his throat once more.

“Well… Since you seem to be in a hurry, I’ll go ahead and leave you to it. I’ll put in a job for you to leave in an hour, so be ready.”

“Ha… I see.”

With that, Palpatine exited the tent.

He made sure to close the barrier as well, so as not to give Riorem the wrong idea.

After his footsteps were completely inaudible.

Only then did Riorem remove his hand from over Chernea’s mouth.

“Hmph, hmph, hmph… Ha, ah…….”

A belated groan escaped from between her reddened lips.

As she watched, Riorem pressed his glans against her clit.

Chernea shuddered and sobbed.

‘How can it be that I’ve only done one thing you’ve asked me to do, except not to go alone?’

Riorem smirked.

In truth, he knew, and so did Chernea.

If Chernea hadn’t climaxed during Palpatine’s stay, it wasn’t because she’d held back well.

If Chernea hadn’t climaxed during their stay, it was because Riorem had stopped stimulating her. 

‘Ouch, black.’

Tears streamed down Chernea’s cheeks.

She’d been pushed to the brink of climax so many times, and now the sensation of her blood scraping against the bumps was enough to drive her insane.

As if he knew it all, Riorem whispered.

‘But you’ve held back well enough, I’ll allow you to come with me.’

Chernea shook her head furiously.

She wasn’t the only one who held out for a long time. 

Riorem was also gulping down his seed and suppressing his urges.

That would surely lead to wild thrashing.

There’s no way his already sensitive body could withstand that. 

Somewhere in the back of my mind would break.

Tears welled up in my eyes at this instinctive fear.

“Mmm.”

Riorem moved his hips slowly, his erect penis sliding over the mound. 

A wetness whose origin he didn’t recognise clung to the base and made a lustful sound, clink, clink, clink.

After a few such round trips, the movement began to pick up speed.

Through the thin fabric of his underwear, he could feel the texture of his gaping hole. 

A lustful cunt-hole that pulsed and pulsed, welcoming the insertion.

Riorem’s head jerked and squeezed.

Chernea’s back arched as the penis pushed through her underwear.

“Hhhhhh… Ha, ah!” sobbed, her sweet voice tickling my ear.

Riorem concentrated on the sensations coursing up my shaft. 

The throbbing, spitting hole and the soft mucous membrane inside. 

The soft her to the bucksey, the veins squeezing the throbbing shaft.

‘Ha… I can’t take it.”

The arm around Chernea’s leg tightened.

Soon Riorem was rocking his hips rapidly. 

Tsk, tsk, tsk. 

The fluid hanging from the tip of his glans dripped onto Chernea’s lower belly.

“Hmph, ah, ah, ah, ah!”

Chernea screamed at the sudden stimulation.

It was a violent pleasure. 

It was like a violent pleasure, tearing at her already melted flesh.

It felt like it was going to break her forever.

In her blackened vision, Chernea clawed at Riorem’s arm as hard as she could.

It was no use, of course. 

No matter how much she begged and pleaded, Riorem didn’t stop moving his hips.

If anything, he just kept thrusting between her thighs at a faster pace.

‘Ha, ha, ha…….’

Hot breath poured over the damp hem of his clothes.

‘Tender……..

His body, half-melted with pleasure, was surprisingly warm. 

It felt like I’d been against a hole, thanks to my own juices.

As I thought about it, a sudden rush of ejaculation shot through me.

‘Ugh.’

Riorem gritted his teeth.

It had been like this for the past few days.

It felt so good just rubbing against her body. 

What would it be like to take her inside and destroy her.


The thought couldn’t get out of his head.

‘There is no way I could do such a thing.’

Riorem breathed.

‘There’s no way I could do such an unholy thing to this precious, beautiful woman, shoving my cock into her body, just to make myself feel better.
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I know that there are many men who would love to spread their seed in this woman’s womb and that she has enjoyed their desperation.

But, Riorem can’t do it.

It wasn’t a matter of wanting to or not wanting to, it was just that he couldn’t.

It just didn’t make sense, that this woman would share her body with a lowly squire like him.

After all she’s done to my life, she deserves the least insult.

Or play dirty with me.

But… I couldn’t bear the thought of my cock penetrating a woman’s body. 

No matter how much I think about it, it’s disgusting and unholy.

As if to clear his mind, Riorem squeezed her protruding clitoris without ejaculating. 

Chernea shuddered violently.

Fortunately, she had no more time for useless thoughts. 

He drove his swollen cock deep into her thighs, root and all, until the cum he’d been holding back threatened to burst through her brain. 

The pillar across Chernea’s lower belly throbbed near her navel.

‘Stop, go, go, go, aaaahhh!’

“Ha, just a little bit… Just a little longer. I think I’m going to come out too… Ugh.”

Riorem’s words were unfinished.

Chernea tilted her head. 

Her naked body shuddered and trembled as she took in the outpouring of pleasure.

All the while, Chernea’s thighs tightened. 

Her thighs tightened, and she whimpered as Riorem’s cock thrust inside her.

“Ugh… ‘Ugh…’ clenched his teeth.

And then he sucked in a breath. 

Cum spurted from the tip of his glans.

Push, push, push.

His cock jerked, spewing cum. 

The white fluid spilled out with a gust of wind, staining Chernea and the bed.

It was a long time before Riorem sat up. 

The ejaculation was long and thick, as if he had held back too long. 

The aftermath was just as bad.

He looked over at Chernea, who was stretched out like she’d passed out.

‘If this is it… I don’t think I’ll be going anywhere.’

Riorem smiled to himself.

Once the heat had cooled down a bit, Riorem quickly changed and tidied up the tent. 

It didn’t matter that Chernea was officially a slave, brought to serve him.

Whenever there were two of them, it was always Riorem who did the servanting.

Once all the bedding was tidied up, Riorem lifted the lid of the largest storage chest. 

It was the chest containing Chernea’s clothes.

He pulled out a robe dress. 

It was a garment that emphasised the wearer’s silhouette rather than decoration.

‘Easy to take off.’

He thought to himself as he peeled off the fluid-soaked garment, but Chernea fumbled inside.

‘What is it? Get your hands off me so I can change.’

Chernea didn’t answer. 

Her wheezing breathing suggested

that she had a sore throat.

Soon, Chernea pulled something from her inside pocket. 

It was a piece of pure white cloth.

Chernea stuck it into the pocket of Riorem’s hunting pouch.

It looked simple, but the embroidery on the piece of cloth was clearly visible. 

It was quite skillful.

But Riorem couldn’t make out the words.

‘What is it, this?’

Chernea rolled her forehead as she sprayed it.

She was probably suffering from a sore throat.

‘…What do you do when I ask you a question? You said you’ve been studying hunting etiquette.’

‘Ah.’

let out an involuntary sigh. 

It was a stupid cow, Riorem thought, even for him.

Riorem ran his fingertips over the embroidery.

This wasn’t just a piece of cloth. 

It was a handkerchief. 

And it was… hand-embroidered.

There was a similar story in the information I’d crammed into my head yesterday.

‘It was said to be a gift to wish them a safe return.’

It was given to those who went to war or duel, if not hunting. 

It wasn’t just for the nobility.

But she said it was almost reserved for lovers.

“Or would-be lovers.”

Riorem felt a tug at his lower stomach.

The design Chernea had chosen was a wolf. 

It was a classic symbol of hunting success.

It was, of course, a rather humble embroidery, not to Chernea’s taste. 

Because of the time constraints, only two threads were used.

But the silhouette of the wolf howling at the sky was exquisite and perfect.

‘Perfection.’

Riorem felt the bulge in my trousers, the perfection of the embroidery arousing him.

The fact that he had been led to the hunting ground by my hand, that Chernea was still his master, perfect and noble as ever, made his cock erect.

But Chernea’s skilful embroidery reminded him of something else.

‘You’re so good at it… because you’ve done it to other men.’

Then Chernea said.

‘You must like it.’

‘…You’re surprisingly good at it, as if you’ve done this a lot.’

‘I’ve learnt a lot about embroidery.’

At that, Riorem fell silent.

Chernea looked at Riorem’s stern face and smiled a little.

She knew what he was thinking.

‘Are you jealous, Riorem?’

“Oh, you’re mistaken. You’re the first person I’ve ever given a handkerchief to.‘

’I’ve had many fiancés, haven’t I, men who went hunting with me.”

‘Who would dare ask the Princess of Peroa for a handkerchief?’

It was true. 

All of the princesses of Peroa were fierce, and Chernea was the fiercest of them all.

As soon as he realised that, something deep in his chest stirred. 

Riorem couldn’t hold it in, and crushed his lips over hers.

Even as he savoured the cool, soft mouth, his mind raced.

‘Wolf… You said you’ve never had wolf fur.’

Wolf fur is large and colourful, so it would certainly suit Chernea.

A large wolf would be able to wrap her warmly

even if she wasn’t wearing a single thread.

As I lost myself in these thoughts, the kiss deepened.

Fortunately or unfortunately.

Just as he was about to pull down his trousers, there was a guest at the door of the tent.

‘Are you ready, General? We’ll be leaving in ten minutes.’

Riorem’s lips barely parted at the sound of the servant’s voice, and Chernea nearly fainted from the amount of tongue she’d sucked in between.

Riorem meticulously opened Chernea’s clothes. 

As for my own clothes, I did a quick touch-up in front of the mirror.

Before leaving the tent, Riorem glanced back at the bed.

‘I’ll get you something worthy of you.’

With those words, Riorem left the tent.

He didn’t notice that he was smiling so brightly that it startled those around him.

Choosing a soldier to accompany him into the woods, Riorem walked out into the open with them.

Crown Prince Leonidas was already waiting for him.

‘Ah, you’ve come.’

He heard Riorem’s footsteps. 

The crown prince looked back at Riorem.

The sun was already fully risen, and Riorem noticed that the Crown Prince’s expression was oddly stoic.

Of course, it wasn’t hard to guess why. 

Palpatine, standing beside the Crown Prince, was not in the best of moods

either.

Perhaps Palpatine had reported back to the Crown Prince about what he had heard, and it had made uneasy.

‘If only he hadn’t bothered,’

Riorem thought to himself as he bowed his head in silence.

The least sincere bow would have gone unnoticed, and the Crown Prince didn’t particularly point out the thing.

Not much else was said as they mounted their horses and rode into the forest.

But when they arrived deep in the woods, away from the clearing where they had pitched their tents.

The crown prince on horseback rode towards them.

‘Hmm.’

Riorem glanced around.

The soldiers, who had been moving away from them, were already far away.

The forest was also deep, but not in a section with large trees, not a place where someone could be hiding.

‘I see you’re finally going to make your move.’

As expected, the Crown Prince called out to Riorem soon after.

‘Wait.’

Acknowledging the crown prince’s call, he halted his horse.

As he approached, the crown prince did something uncharacteristic of a member of the House of Arete.


He cut to the chase.

“I know my words may backfire on your personality, but I have to tell you this.”

“What is it?”

“Don’t bother Princess Ferroa too much. What if she gets the idea that she wants to run away from here?”
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At those words, Riorem scoffed.

“I wondered what Paletion said.”

Apparently, that stiff man really had reported that “Riorem Belic was punishing a slave.”

“Of course, it’s not a lie.”

Riorem swallowed his laughter as he recalled what had happened earlier.

It was true that he had done something that could be called punishment to Chernea. 

But no matter how much he spanked her, Chernea did not consider it a punishment.

Instead, soaking her thighs deeply, she just gazed at Riorem’s manhood with longing.

Chernea was not even a normal kind of human to begin with.

“I would never think that way.”

“What…”

“I’m not saying I never thought about it. But that woman isn’t that kind of person. She’s the kind who even finds it stimulating when her slave comes looking to become her master.”

“…Well, alright. I’ll concede that. But think about it logically.”

“You’re asking me to reason with a woman who doesn’t follow logic.”

“You probably know better than I do about Princess Peroa the Second. But I also know that woman is arrogant beyond measure.”

Riorem frowned at the Crown Prince’s words.

But the Crown Prince, as if expecting such a reaction, continued boldly.

“Such a person doesn’t live by how I feel but by others’ standards. Would she like that? Especially if it’s suppressing herself.”

“Obviously, she wouldn’t. Even if she had no plans at first, she might eventually want to get out of here.”

Riorem didn’t answer further.

The Crown Prince sighed while watching him — a troubled expression.

After all, the king had given him a chance to recruit Riorem Belic, and he didn’t want to waste it.

But beyond that, the situation made him uneasy.

“Then I suppose I should tell you my intentions first.” 

The Crown Prince looked Riorem squarely in the eye.

This was basically where the real talk began for him.

“You’ve probably guessed already, but only the king and I know that Princess Peroa the Second is still in the kingdom.”

He hadn’t told the servants who had attended him since childhood or Paletion, who had always been by his side.

Not just for security, but because the weight of this information was too heavy. 

After learning it, there were too many worries and concerns.

“My father wants to hide the princess because of the empire. Even if it were Grand Duke Peroa or a minor duke, it would be one thing. But if a princess who carries the blood of the royal family is alive, they could use that as an excuse to attack the kingdom. They might even raise the princess to royal status and declare war to restore the royal family.”

Up to here, it was all predictable.

“But I want to hide the princess’s existence for another reason. Because of that bastard Alpheios.”

The Crown Prince’s face showed undisguised disgust.

“I’m worried that bastard will throw a tantrum wanting to have Princess Peroa. He has a history of causing trouble asking to marry the princess. For nearly ten years.”

Riorem looked at the Crown Prince silently.

It was surprising and also understandable to see a man who never lost composure speak so harshly.

Because the opponent was Alpheios Arete.

Riorem clenched his fist as he recalled Alpheios’s face.

From the moment he first came to the Arete kingdom, Alpheios had picked fights over trivial matters. 

He once thought it might be some old grudge, but soon gave up on that idea. 

After all, Riorem was just a foot-washing slave who had never even met his gaze.

But…

“It wasn’t just my imagination.”

Riorem recalled what Chernea had told him.

Alpheios’s hatred was truly ancient.

The Crown Prince must have known that as well.

“Besides, that madman… Alpheios really hates you. Even if the one you brought wasn’t Princess Peroa, he would have tried to take her away.”

“Certainly, that cannot be denied.”

If it was Alpheios, just the fact that Riorem had a slave for the bedroom would have made him jump at the chance.

Because it belonged to Riorem.

Moreover, Chernea, who had long been courting him, was the one involved. 

It was highly likely he would cause trouble to the point of absurdity.

The Crown Prince relaxed his grip on the reins as he studied Riorem’s expression.

‘They say people grow closest when they share the same enemy.’

This was the first time Riorem had stayed by his side so obediently.

At this point, it seemed safe to bring up the matter directly.

The Crown Prince took a breath.

“To be honest, I found it somewhat comforting that Alpheios existed. I dislike danger, and I don’t want to be in a situation where I could die.”

“Seems so,” Riorem sneered.

The Crown Prince burst out laughing.

He could not deny it — he had used his position to avoid all chances to go to war, while even a foreigner like Riorem risked his life on all kinds of battlefields.

“Besides, Alpheios isn’t interested in the throne. He can do whatever he wants now, and above all, no one complains when he kills people freely on the battlefield.”

Riorem gently stroked the mane of his horse.

The Crown Prince’s next words were somewhat predictable.

“But what if that bastard becomes interested in something more than war? Especially if that something can only be obtained by taking the throne?”

The Crown Prince spoke with disdain.

“My father has no intention of giving the princess to Alpheios. Even if he didn’t have to steal her from you, that’s how it would be.”

“I see.”

“It’s true. If the empire learns that the princess fell into that lunatic’s hands, they would react immediately. But Alpheios isn’t the type to be swayed by logic. Eventually, he’ll aim for the throne to get his way.”

“I understand what you mean. But I don’t think Prince Alpheios is smart enough to consider that far ahead.”

The Crown Prince scoffed.

“Well, at first, he probably didn’t know what he needed. He might have thrown a tantrum asking His Majesty to take the princess from you. But would he really keep demanding when all his demands are ignored?”

A deep sigh escaped him.

“To be honest, I don’t trust you very much. You probably feel the same. But more than that, I want to form an alliance. Even if you don’t agree with other things, I think you’ll agree on dealing with that bastard Alpheios.”

“Is striking the prince something His Majesty also agrees with?”

“Of course he doesn’t know. But he would agree that the princess must be hidden from Alpheios.”

Riorem stared quietly at the Crown Prince.

Seeing a man who usually hides behind hypocrisy and slyly avoids problems openly reveal his true feelings like this, it seemed he really hated Alpheios.

‘Not bad,’ Riorem calmly concluded.

He also did not want Chernea and Alpheios to meet.

And if this gave him a way to keep that troublesome prince in check, there was no reason to refuse.

‘…And the Crown Prince seems to have decent judgment.’

Riorem recalled the royal family’s lounge he had visited recently and spoke up.

“Alright. Regarding this matter, I will help you as much as I can and support your side.”

“Haha, so you won’t swear loyalty after all.”

Riorem didn’t respond.

‘Even if I did, you wouldn’t believe me anyway.’

Instead, he brought up a problem that had been bothering him for days.

“Then may I state my conditions as well?”

“So you won’t just do it for free, huh? Fine, tell me. I’m curious what it costs to have Riorem Velik on your side.”

“I want to observe the royal quarters. It would be even better if I could access that level of things.”

“That’s a strange condition.”

The Crown Prince tilted his head in puzzlement.

Riorem already had all he wanted. 

No one mocked his taste as being crude like a slave anymore.

He had everything anyway.

‘He wouldn’t suddenly want to act noble now.’

But then he thought of the person who started this whole deal:

Princess Peroa, the Second Princess.

“Is it because of the princess?”

Riorem nodded instead of answering.


The Crown Prince grew even more confused.

‘They say she torments to the point of giving punishment wherever she is. And because of that woman, you want to buy luxury items from the royals?’

Anyway, aside from the unclear intentions, it was good news.

They were also planning to send luxury goods to comfort the princess who had become a slave.
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Rather, I had been worried that Riorem might refuse it.

“Thank goodness. He’s the one looking for luxury goods first.”

The Crown Prince spoke with a calm expression.

“I understand. Later, I will have my attendants send you a list of craftsmen who supply goods to the royal family.”

“Thank you.”

“Do you really feel thankful? Haha. I’m the one who should be grateful. It’s easier for me if the princess doesn’t try to escape from Dinamis Castle. I hope these things help you pass the time.”

After confirming the negotiation was over, the Crown Prince turned his horse back to the hunting grounds with a much lighter expression.

Meanwhile, Riorem’s expression grew more and more serious as he followed behind.

Alpheios was someone the Crown Prince didn’t need to be cautious with, but Cernea was different.

Though the country had fallen, her bloodline remained. 

She deserved respect.

So the “mood” the Crown Prince referred to was a polite way of alluding to one of the countless rumors about Cernea: her indulgent personality fond of luxury and pleasure.

In truth, Cernea enjoyed indulgence. 

She liked wearing lavish clothes and partying, as well as immersing herself in alcohol and drugs to pursue pleasure.

All of which were impossible now.

Riorem’s jaw tightened firmly.

Until now, he had thought Cernea was content with this life.

Having lived surrounded by people and desire all her life, maybe being confined to a bedroom and served respectfully was acceptable.

“But is she really satisfied with this situation?”

That arrogant woman who had indulged in pleasures with reckless abandon?

Cernea Antonietta Del Péroa, who had everything she wanted and did whatever she pleased?

A deep anxiety began to stir in Riorem’s heart.

Around the time he woke up half-conscious, Riorem returned.

His face was worn and tense as he sat in a chair, closing his eyes and leaning back.

I lay on the bed watching him.

His claim that he only went to check the hunting grounds was true—he returned empty-handed, no bow or sword marks.

“Then why does he look so exhausted?”

I glanced between Riorem and the tent entrance with a puzzled look.

Then he spoke.

“Do you want to go outside from here?”

A strange question.

I asked back, unsure of his meaning.

“What do you mean by that?”

“I mean something like a walk. You’ve come all the way to this new place, yet you stayed inside the tent. You like new things so much.”

“I told you many times, this isn’t my first time accompanying the hunt.”

“Then why do you keep trying to look outside?”

Only then did I understand what Riorem meant.

He had noticed my gaze drifting beyond the tent for some time.

“You weren’t looking outside — you were looking at where you came from, Riorem. I wondered why you looked so tired.”

“…That’s because…”

His lips moved but he didn’t continue. Footsteps approached, shaking the floor.

Soon, unfamiliar voices came from outside the tent.

“I have come by order of His Highness the Crown Prince. His Highness has sent a gift.”

“A gift?”

I repeated the word with curiosity. 

Riorem didn’t seem very surprised.

“May we enter, General Riorem Bellic?”

“Wait a moment.”

Riorem unfolded the partition to block the area where I lay in bed.

Only then did he allow the men to enter the tent.

Several men stepped inside quietly; unlike before, there was almost no sound of their footsteps. 

They had likely announced their approach with deliberate noise outside to warn anyone nearby.

I heard the soft sound of footsteps brushing over the carpet and thought,

“They must be the Crown Prince’s attendants.”

Because of the partition, I couldn’t see them, but the neat sounds of their clothing made it clear they were skilled attendants.

One of them spoke.

“This mountain tends to be quite humid, and it gets rather chilly at night. For that reason, His Highness has bestowed this upon you. Please make good use of it.”

Without waiting for Riorem’s reply, the attendants immediately left the tent.

Only after their footsteps had completely faded away could I step out from behind the partition.

“A gift?”

I asked, but Riorem didn’t answer.

Instead, he simply pointed with his finger at something taken out of the box.

“Oh my.”

I couldn’t help but exclaim.

Inside the box was a fur blanket. 

Not just any fur, but a tiny patchwork blanket made from white ermine pelts.

I slowly stroked the fur. 

The stitching was so exquisite that the seams were almost invisible.

The fur was light and soft beyond words.

In an interested voice, I said,

“No matter how good the fur, seeing it this clean makes me think it’s brand new and unused. Something of this quality must have been a special gift.”

It was clearly a gift sent with great effort.

But hearing my words, Riorem’s expression grew darker and darker.

Honestly, it was pitiful. 

I couldn’t believe this was the face of someone who had received a grand gift from the Crown Prince.

Looking at that expression, a small common knowledge came to mind.

Since old times, ermine fur was mostly given as a gift to women. 

White ermine was something only noblewomen could possess.

“Then this must be…?”

I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“It’s not your gift, but mine.”

Riorem remained silent.

Only then did I understand why Riorem looked so exhausted when he returned from the hunting grounds.

‘The Crown Prince must have said something strange.’

I had a rough idea. Probably he told Riorem to calm me down so that I wouldn’t be upset about the situation.

This fur blanket was probably sent with the meaning of, ‘I will provide you with luxurious goods equivalent to royal items, so stay quietly there.’

For me, there was no reason to refuse. 

It wasn’t hard to accept that request.

But the problem was always Riorem.

The fact that such things were prepared even without bringing several wagons meant that even more gifts would surely come in the future.

‘Then those gifts will slowly eat away at Riorem’s nerves.’

Even just this ermine fur blanket was enough to make him anxious.

And if I were in his position, hearing a very rational but utterly nonsense opinion from the Crown Prince, I certainly wouldn’t be happy to live in Riorem’s room.

The situation became somewhat awkward.

Riorem was generally smart, but sometimes he got obsessed with strange things.

Especially when it came to matters concerning me, he often made illogical and irrational choices.

So it wasn’t a groundless worry to think that he might come to some strange conclusion.

‘In that case, I’ll have no choice but to convey my feelings directly to the Crown Prince. First… after calming Riorem down.’

I picked up the fur blanket and went over to the chair where Riorem was sitting.

Then I sat on his lap, covering my lower body with the white fur.

“What did you see in the forest?”

“I didn’t see it directly, but there seem to be more predators than I thought.”

“So close to the palace?”

“Yes. There seem to be many who came to hunt the increased deer population during the winter.”

Riorem naturally wrapped his arms around my waist.

I gave in to him obediently, and continued asking questions I wasn’t even curious about.

“I wonder what kinds of animals were there. Hunting in places with many predators is always noisy, isn’t it?”

“From the tracks, it looks like there are bears. From the marks on the tree trunks, there may be leopards… and there were also packs of canines.”

“Wild dogs? Or wolves?”

“I’m not sure. Sometimes wolves stay in the forest until spring, but usually they say it’s wild dog packs.”

After saying that, Riorem glanced down at the fur blanket covering my lower body.


Soon he spoke.

“Whatever it is, don’t pay attention to that blanket. It’ll soon be replaced with something greater.”

I smiled gently and thought,

‘First, I should send a note to the Crown Prince. Tell him to stop sending gifts.’
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However, contrary to my expectations, the right moment hardly ever came.

It was because just as I barely eased Riorem’s mood and caught his gaze, another message from the Crown Prince arrived.

“Damn it…”

Riorem cursed as he stood up.

I could feel a strange heat coming from him.

It was only natural—he was in the middle of showering me with kisses, having pinned me down on the fur blanket.

Rustle.

Riorem, who had set up a partition, abruptly pulled back the screen.

“What is it?”

“The prince says he wants to have an early lunch together.”

“Can’t he eat by himself?”

Ahem.

The attendant cleared his throat.

Apparently, he didn’t like Riorem’s attitude, which not only refused to socialize with the Crown Prince but even belittled his efforts.

“…He said discussing the afternoon schedule during mealtime would be more efficient than setting aside separate time.”

“Sigh… That’s true. Understood. Tell him I’ll be there soon. And…”

The attendant added quickly, sensing the situation.

“We will prepare a separate meal for the person inside. Where should we set the table?”

“Put it right here. Don’t let anyone come past this partition.”

“Understood.”

With the sound of the tent closing, the attendant left silently.

I slowly opened my mouth.

“The Crown Prince really wants to get along with you, huh.”

Riorem muttered irritably.

“What’s so funny?”

“Funny?”

“You’ve been smiling the whole time. Are you happy about being called to that man?”

“I am. It seems your position is getting stronger.”

I stood up from my chair and approached Riorem with light steps, tidying his clothes.

“The more solid your foundation becomes, the easier it is for me.”

“At least it’ll be harder for anyone to sneak into your mansion and try to take me.”

Riorem looked down at me quietly, with a look that seemed full of things to say.

Soon, he erased his expression.

His lips lowered, and after a brief kiss, he whispered,

“When the meal arrives, please stay behind the partition. Do not show yourself to anyone else.”

“Alright.”

I smiled reassuringly at Riorem.

That much of an order I could follow. 

There was no need to show my face when passing messages to the Crown Prince.

After seeing Riorem off, I thoroughly searched the inside of the tent. 

I was planning to send a letter with the attendant who would bring the meal.

But among Riorem’s belongings, there were no paper or pen.

‘Should I even dirty my clothes with mud or something to send it?’

There was a reason why I was so worried. 

Now was the easiest time. 

After returning to the mansion, contacting the Crown Prince would become much more complicated. 

He would be inside the royal palace, after all.

In a situation where Riorem controlled my life, breaking through all that censorship and checkpoints would be very difficult.

It was better to deliver my intentions now, even if it looked awkward.

While I was thinking about how to do it, the meal soon arrived.

Even as the attendants were moving the table, I racked my brain intensely.

The letter itself could be sent when the attendants collected the leftovers, but the problem was finding a suitable tool.

But the moment I looked at the dining table the attendants had left, all my worries disappeared.

I quietly looked at the stone bowl holding the dessert and the fork hanging on its edge.

Also, the short phrase written on the surface of the bowl:

“The scent of the candle: floral scent, or herbal scent?”

I picked up the fork, which had a particularly pointed handle, and turned it so the handle faced downward.

I scratched the words with the fork handle. 

The pigment on the edge left a long horizontal line over the question.

Instead of writing more messages below, I drew an arrow toward the edge of the bowl.

I moved the sweets to another plate and flipped the stone bowl over.

I scribbled words on the underside:

“No need. Conscious of gift. Bad effect.”

“No worries will happen. If desired, can swear oath.”

The meal and table were taken away before Riorem returned.

I don’t know if the message I wrote reached the Crown Prince well. 

I never saw that man’s face, so I couldn’t exchange any glances.

Moreover, the letter was written vaguely enough that it wouldn’t be a problem if anyone found it. 

I couldn’t even tell if the Crown Prince fully understood my intention.

After finishing the meal and preparing himself, Riorem left for the forest again without any further contact.

It was actually a relief that no more gifts arrived. 

At least Riorem’s nerves weren’t further frayed.

Anyway, the first night of the three-day schedule passed.

The next morning, I barely opened my eyes, still stiff and sore.

Riorem, who had placed me on a makeshift sofa, returned to the bed to clear away the bedding that had become dirty overnight.

I looked at his back, straight and beautifully formed.

Last night, Riorem barely let me sleep.

“Well… he wasn’t excessively rough. Just incredibly persistent.”

What was happening outside?

What kind of conversation had he had with the Crown Prince?

I couldn’t hear it from Riorem’s mouth.

Rather, it seemed Riorem wanted to block those concerns out of his mind. 

If not, he wouldn’t be so obsessively biting my skin as if trying to make it vanish quickly.

“Whatever it is, it means he’s in a bad mood.”

Lying sideways with my aching body, I spoke.

“So you’re going out to the forest again this morning, huh.”

Riorem was silent, seeming uncomfortable.

“How about skipping the morning? You don’t want to go out, and the Crown Prince probably wants to please you. He would surely agree.”

“Not yet.”

A low voice cut me off.

“I haven’t caught anything proper yet.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle.

Despite being a first-time hunter, he brought back rabbits, birds, and even deer to make the evening meal rich. 

But he hadn’t caught the prey he was satisfied with.

“What did you want to catch?”

“Alright, let me change the question. Why couldn’t you catch it? Did you miss it, or…”

“I could only find traces.”

Riorem answered calmly.

I thought for a moment.

“How did you track it? With your eyes?”

“Is there any other method?”

“I brought hunting dogs.”

His once-beautiful forehead was mercilessly creased.

He had been reluctant to use hunting dogs from the start. 

After unintentionally spending the night in the cabin, it seemed he had started avoiding them altogether.

“Nothing beats hunting dogs for tracking. Especially when the prey senses the hunter and hides.”

Sigh.

Riorem sighed.

Though he still wasn’t pleased, it seemed his thoughts were leaning toward following my advice.

“What exactly do you want to catch, going to such lengths?”

I was curious but didn’t show it. 

If I showed interest, he might give up altogether or obsess over it recklessly.

As we talked, an attendant came to fetch Riorem.

Wearing his outer coat, Riorem gazed at my face.

“Why? Do you want a kiss?”

Riorem moved his lips.

“I might not return until the afternoon.”

“Really? You’ll have another meal alone today, then.”

“Yes. So…”

“So?”

‘…Don’t let anyone inside. Leave the meal at the entrance.’

Saying this, Riorem left the tent without making eye contact with me.

After that, it was again a long wait.

It was boring. 

I usually had little to do in the hunting grounds, but without anyone to talk to, time passed even slower.

All there was to wait for was the meal that would arrive on time and Riorem, suspiciously obsessed with hunting.

As I was killing time, footsteps were heard outside.

“I will prepare the meal.”

A familiar voice sounded, but it was not the attendant’s.

I hid behind the partition. 

Soon I heard busy sounds of the table and food being moved.

Then something dropped at my feet.

Ahem.

Paletion Danos, who appeared instead of the attendant, cleared his throat audibly.

I deliberately made a noise and picked up what he had thrown.

It was a smooth stone, like an ornament, with writing on it.

“A large cedar with a white band on the trunk. Two hours later.”


After reading the message, I rubbed the surface of the stone with my finger. 

The remaining letters disappeared instantly.

At that moment, Paletion Danos spoke.

“I will come back to collect the leftovers in about two hours.”
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After leaving those words, the man left the tent.

After all footsteps had disappeared, I headed toward the entrance.

Following Riorem’s request, the table set up at the entrance was covered with a coarse-textured cloth.

I recognized it without much difficulty. It was the robe worn by the attendants serving the knights.

“Haha.”

I couldn’t help but laugh.

I had worried the crown prince might ignore my message, but I never imagined I’d have to meet him in person.

After lightly finishing my meal, I prepared myself. 

The robe’s fabric was so stiff it was hard to put on alone.

Somehow, I managed to wrap the robe around me and waited. 

Then, Paletion Danos appeared.

“Hmm, hmm.”

He cleared his throat as if signaling from outside the tent.

‘Not exactly the type suited for a covert operation,’ I thought as I stepped out of the barracks.

Paletion Danos cleverly avoided the places where Riorem’s soldiers were stationed.

With his head bowed low, I followed behind him for a while until we reached the forest boundary.

“His Highness will arrive soon… no, he will come.”

Apparently, Paletion Danos felt awkward having to use honorifics with a slave, and his voice was sheepish.

“If you hear a whistle, return immediately. That means General Riorem has left the area.”

I nodded and walked in the direction he pointed.

The tree the crown prince mentioned was easy to find. 

Among the huge cedars, there was one with a bark strip peeled off in a band shape.

‘Since he went so far as to call me out, he must want to be sure.’

He would probably demand a vow, not just a verbal one, but something with real effect.

Whatever he wants, I planned to finish quickly and return. 

I wasn’t even Riorem’s master, after all.

If I had to warn him not to provoke Riorem, time would be tight.

Then, unexpectedly, a sound came from the other side of the forest.

Keng! Kengkeng!

The baying of a hunting dog echoed through the quiet forest.

‘That’s strange.’

I involuntarily looked toward the forest.

Because they are thoroughly trained, hunting dogs only behave in ways their owners predict and control.

For example, they don’t scatter toward different targets but chase a single prey together.

However, the hunting dog’s bark coming from the forest was singular—not multiple dogs, but just one dog barking loudly as it ran.

Soon, a beast with dark red fur leapt out from the dense bushes. 

It was an unusual color for a hunting dog, so I recognized it quickly.

It was the troublemaker that had made Riorem and me spend a day at a cabin before.

‘Damn.’

I clicked my tongue without realizing it.

The dog’s presence here meant Riorem or his subordinates were nearby.

Without hesitation, I turned back the way I came.

If I returned like this, contact with the crown prince would be unlikely. 

Tomorrow was my return day, and there was a banquet tonight anyway.

But it was better than being caught by Riorem or his men.

‘And…’

I glanced back at the hunting dog approaching quickly.

‘No matter how I think about it, that dog isn’t chasing prey, but a familiar scent, isn’t it?’

These kinds of ominous predictions always come true.

I walked quickly, but the hunting dog caught up to me soon. 

The red beast blocked my path.

At the same time, a heavy sound came from farther away. 

Footsteps chasing the hunting dog.

I didn’t look back. 

Damn… I think I know who’d bother bringing a hunting dog that can’t do its job properly and even come personally to catch it.

As if to confirm my suspicion, a sharp sound rang out at the forest boundary.

Piiiiiik!

By now, it was laughable.

It’s always like this. 

When something goes wrong, everything falls apart. 

A chain of failures stops in the worst possible way.

For me, that was Riorem.“

Crunch. Crunch.

The fast footsteps gradually slowed. 

The sound of leaves and dirt underfoot also became slower and slower.

The hunting dog, having found its master, wagged its tail as if glad to see me.

Even though I probably felt no joy at all.

“What is this?”

As expected, Riorem recognized me at once.

“What are you doing here? Why are you outside?”

I wasn’t sure whether to be impressed or annoyed that Riorem could see right through me, even through the ragged cloak I wore.

For now, I decided to answer honestly. 

Trying to hide anything from Riorem would only deepen his suspicion.

But before I could speak, he snapped sharply:

“Have you come to meet the crown prince?”

Right. 

He wanted to be certain if I was really going to stay by his side.

That answer didn’t come out of my mouth.

Before I even opened it, Riorem grabbed my wrist and started pulling me along.

‘Come to think of it, maybe I didn’t need to answer at all.’

The fact that I had made it through surveillance to the forest meant there was an accomplice.

If someone like me, who doesn’t enjoy hunting, came this far, it could only be because of someone else in this hunting ground.

I was dragged back into the forest. 

Riorem roughly pushed me against a tree trunk even larger than the oak from before.

Thud.

He roughly pulled off my hood.

“Why?”

Riorem asked.

“Why have you come to see the crown prince? What is your reason?”

His voice was agitated, questioning me intensely.

It was an ominous sign. Riorem, when this excited, always chose the most unreasonable course of action.

Panting heavily, Riorem muttered in a low voice:

“I am your master.”

That deep tone, boiling up like an abyss, pierced my ears.

“Where you belong is by my side.”

Saying that, Riorem grabbed both my wrists and fixed them above my head.

It looked exactly like a captured prey hung up.

“You know this isn’t the first time I’ve told you this.”

He pulled out a dagger tied to his waist.

Screeeech.

The overlapping layers of my robe tore with a sharp sound.

“No matter how many times I say it, it seems you forget. This time, I’ll make it very clear.”

Riorem whispered in a gentle voice.

But I wasn’t fooled. 

The anger and heat flickering in his blue eyes didn’t match the softness of his tone.

As expected, Riorem chose an unpredictable action.

It began with biting my ears and neck, leaving teeth marks.

He bit persistently at the exposed skin while binding my hands.

If his teeth had been sharper, he might have bitten off chunks of flesh.

I silently accepted the sensation and thought that the small irritation was spreading, gradually increasing in range.

When the breath near my collarbone made my waist tremble from sensitivity, he bit my shoulder.

It was a caress that seemed to carve his presence onto every inch of my body.

“Ah… ugh, yes.”

Every breath I took filled my lungs with the cold, damp air of the forest.

It was a peculiar feeling. To have your skin sucked like that in a forest without even the trace of a tent or a person.

Riorem’s hand traveled down my spine. 

Although the stimulation could have felt neutral, I sensed it entirely as sensual.

Was it because of the desire emanating from Riorem? Or the unfamiliar situation?

I wasn’t sure, but I was steadily getting wet.

Then, suddenly, a large hand grabbed my buttocks.

“Ah!”

A sharp scream burst out.

The dress I wore under the robe was meant for indoors. 

The rough touch was too much for the thin, delicate fabric to filter.

So the heat transmitted through the cloth was fully exposed. 

In some ways, it was even more stimulating than bare skin.

That hand kneading my buttocks felt strangely familiar.

A sensation like this but entirely different had awakened a burning point deep inside me.

Then Riorem pushed the flesh under my buttocks upward.

Between the slightly parted mounds, I felt wetness trickling down.


Sure enough, my body remembered the strange pleasure I felt when my buttocks were touched.

Riorem must have noticed it too, but he showed no reaction.

Normally, he would have sneered something like “Your body remembers well.”

By now, I was curious why he was so uneasy.
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If he’s angry, he can just drag me back to the tent. 

You can bring a saddle and tie me to the bed as you have done many times before.

But now Riorem did not even attempt to tie me down.

Instead, he insisted on rousing my body. 

From head to toe, he reminded me that I was already imbued with his pleasure.

Just as I was beginning to question the marking, another problem emerged.

A rustle.

I could hear it coming from somewhere, rustling through the bushes.

I barely opened my eyes and looked around. I wondered if the long-lost hound had returned.

But no. 

It was definitely human footsteps coming from the other side of the forest.

Suddenly, I remembered who I had forgotten, and that the meeting place was right around the corner from here.

‘The Crown Prince.’

I clenched my teeth self-consciously. 

There was no point in making contact with him, not when Riorem would know anyway.

‘And I don’t want to be seen like this.’

So she tried to swallow the sound somehow until the crown prince left the room. 

There was no way he was going to stop his behaviour so easily.

But then something unexpected happened.

“Mouth. Open.”

A low voice whispered in my ear.

I parted my lips in response to the soothing voice.

Then something soft filled my mouth.

I looked at Riorem, who had something in his hunting vest pocket that was missing.

Only then did I realise what he had put in my mouth.

It was the handkerchief I had given him.

After I had covered my mouth. 

Riorem tormented me in a different way than before.

This time, all the stimuli were intense.

The hand that had been removed from my mouth grabbed my chest.

Squeezed. 

The soft flesh was squeezed as if it were being crushed within it. 

Riorem’s other hand, the one that bound my wrists, tightened.

‘Hmph, uhhh….’

I sucked in a laboured breath. 

Reflexively, I chewed on the piece of cloth stuffed in my mouth.

Not that I hadn’t had men take out their sadism on me before, but I’d never had a man shut me up with a gift I’d given him.

No man had ever groped me with a rough hand in case someone was listening.

‘It’s certainly quieter this way.’

The lips that had been sucking on my lobe whispered a low note that sounded like breath.

I shivered involuntarily. 

It felt like not only my ears but my eardrums were erogenous zones.

“No one can hear you but me, and if you don’t believe me, you should probably get some help.”

“Ugh.”

I glanced over at Riorem,

‘Why would I want anyone to see me like this?”

But just as Riorem had promised, the words that had risen to the top of my throat disappeared without making a sound.

Meanwhile, the footsteps grew closer and closer. 

Perhaps they had realised I was not under the oak.

I worried that the crown prince would call for me and find me.

When my name or title came out of the other man’s mouth, it was clear that Riorem’s reaction would not be positive.

Fortunately, the other man did not make a sound and began to look around.

He didn’t want to make too much noise and bump into Riorem while looking for me, so he said,

‘I hope you’ll go back in peace. Don’t wander around and provoke him.’

That was it. 

Riorem’s fingers twisted my nipple roughly.

“…..!”

I shuddered, sinking my teeth into my handkerchief.

Riorem leaned down to look at me.

His blue eyes locked with mine.

“Do you still think that man will help you?”,

“The Crown Prince is interested in your well-being, but he’s not going to help you, Saint angle, because he’s a bastard who backs out when it really matters.”

I looked him straight in the eye, instead of avoiding the gaze that was gauging my reaction.

Then his thumb and forefinger pinched my nipple painfully.

As if to punish me.

‘What slave dares to make eye contact with his master?’

He looked me in the eye.

A fairly unwarranted slap landed on me, as befits a man who had spent a lifetime under the thumb of an unjust master.

I lifted my head again and looked him straight in the eyes. 

The punishment was repeated against my nipples and breasts, but I refused to give in.

Riorem’s face contorted.

A thick thigh dug between my legs, the wind making the trees sway and sending a few birds flying.

I held my breath and concentrated on the sound of the firecrackers on the other side.

The rustling footsteps didn’t stop. 

The speed was similar. 

Luckily, the crown prince didn’t seem to mind the commotion.

On the contrary, Riorem seemed to be taking it all in stride.

He also noticed that I was checking on the Crown Prince.

…You said he was fine.”

The suddenly bulging quads pressed harder against my pussy.

‘You said you didn’t mind being in my bedroom for the rest of your life.’

‘Mmm, suck.’

I’m fine, really.

All the words that formed in my mouth were just a frustrated moan.

Lorem rolled his brow at that.

‘Then why are you seeing him? I told you not to go out with him.’

I couldn’t help but chuckle.

If you really wanted to know why, you could have given me a chance to tell you.

Or maybe I’m trying to ask the crown prince for help, and I’m just gagging him with questions.

You’re just like me.

“That’s exactly what I’ve been doing,” he said.

‘Making demands that don’t make sense.

It was my own karma. 

I didn’t feel resentful, just funny.

He must have misunderstood the meaning of my laughter. 

Riorem’s gaze sharpened as he looked at me.

Then he let go of my wrist. 

It didn’t mean much, of course.

He had my leg firmly in the way.

But for some reason, even that was quickly removed.

Then, as if on cue, Riorem pulled a bottle of water from his pocket and washed my dirty hands.

‘Oh… No way.’

There are few reasons why a man who can eat a piece of bread in the mud would need to clean his hands in this situation.

As expected, Riorem pulled up the hem of my dress. 

My underwear, drenched in the liquid, was on full display.

In one swift motion, he ripped them off. 

The soaked fabric fluttered onto the fallen leaves.

Tsk.

With a dull thud, a finger dug into my pussy.

“Mmmm…!”

I bit down hard on the saliva-soaked handkerchief, or the sound would leak out.

Two fingers plunged in at once, right to the root. 

My vagina twitched at the foreign object, as long and heavy as any penis.

But that wasn’t the end of it.

‘Ugh!’

‘Ugh!’

I threw my head back.

Meanwhile, the nub of the third finger that had burrowed inside me had spread the narrow opening.

Soon my lower abdomen was filled with Riorem’s fingers. 

My legs trembled under the immense pressure.

Before I had time to get used to the sensation, Riorem flexed his fingers. 

The tips of his callused hands groped somewhere on my inner walls.

I knew at once what he was looking for.

I bit down on my hip as if to avoid what was about to happen, but of course it didn’t work. 

Rather, Riorem stabbed me exactly there.

The ceiling of the vagina. 

Right where the nerves are clustered opposite the clitoris.

‘Heh, ugh!’

A sharp pain of pleasure shot through my head.

As if to confirm my reaction, Riorem’s fingers pressed insistently against the same spot.

Heat pooled deep in my lower belly. 

My erogenous zones, constantly stimulated, begin to fill my entire body with an uplifting sensation.

And just like that, I climax in an instant.

My body shudders with the vague pleasure. 

A few branches of the tree I was leaning against swayed.

But the climax wasn’t over. 

The lubricated fingers began to make their withdrawal.

‘Mmm, mmmm, hmm.’

It was a different kind of pleasure, and while it was a little less painful than having my weaknesses exploited, it wasn’t unbearable.

Rather, there was another problem.

I struggled to breathe.

I could feel the strain on my crushed bladder, perhaps due to the change in position.

As I exhaled uncomfortably, the hand that had been cupping my chest slid lower and lower.

Ouch. 

A hot palm pressed against my lower belly.


I glanced up at Riorem. 

His expressionless face was in my tear-stained vision.

“Do you think it’s cold?” dry voice asked the vulgar question.

“Then wrap it up. I don’t care what anyone says about a slave child screaming like an animal.”
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‘Suck, suck, suck.’

‘Yes, you’re right, the master will beat you, but I don’t intend to, so it’s all right, isn’t it?’

Squeak, squeak.

The thick fingers made lustful noises as they poked inside.

“I don’t expect you to be humiliated by this either, it’s just punishment. Without my permission.

Riorem was silent for a moment.

He swallowed hard, wondering if he was thirsty.

‘For trying to escape my grasp without my permission.’

The touch grew more insistent.

A sticky liquid splashed along the rough touch.

“For going out. That you went to see another man, and that man is someone who can help you…. All of those things are things you shouldn’t do without your master’s permission.‘

’Hmph. Ugh.‘

’Since I shouldn’t have done it with words, I guess it’s time to teach you by example, that you can only do what you have my permission to do now.”

Three fingers jabbed in different places.

I sucked in a sharp breath. 

A mixture of familiar and not-so-familiar sensations jostled with each other, and then Riorem’s breath was on my lips.

‘Let’s start by becoming an animal.’

Riorem’s grip on my wrist tightened. 

As if to tell me to release the hold I had on my lower abdomen.

I couldn’t hold on much longer. 

A languid buoyancy grips me as the climax I’ve been holding back begins.

Push, push, push.

A clear liquid spurted out of my overstretched bladder. 

It was a foul-smelling trickle, like watery baby fluid.

While I was cumming and gagging, Riorem never stopped his hand, causing me to splash everywhere. 

On his collar, on the leaves on the ground. 

I was dripping with fluid.

It was a very loud climax.

It was already the last day.

Today was effectively settlement day.

We’d distribute the kill, reward those who performed well, and finish any remaining discussions… 

The busiest day of the year.

None of this applied to me, of course.

I wasn’t a person, more like a piece of furniture belonging to Riorem, and now I was really just an ornament.

‘Or a pet.’

Since I’d been back in the tent, I’d been gagged. 

My ankles were also bound with rope.

I was treated like an unruly animal.

I was not even given time to eat. 

No one was allowed to come into Riorem’s tent anymore, and he brought me my own food.

Still, it was surprisingly bearable. 

It wasn’t too uncomfortable, except that I had to sit on the floor because he didn’t allow me a couch or chair.

The man who ordered me to live this way didn’t look comfortable, but he was willing to answer the crown prince’s call rather than watch me sit on the carpet.

Today I was left alone in the tent from the morning.

This allowed me to focus on the sounds outside.

‘You’re really coming to the castle, with all this luggage?’

I could hear the soldiers’ voices through the small gap I had created.

‘The crown prince has been begging us to come for at least a meal since yesterday evening.

I don’t think General Dani would have been able to resist.’

‘Even so, with all this luggage, and “that”.’

There was a hint of mock curiosity in the deliberately low voice.

There was only one person who spoke more highly of Riorem than the Crown Prince, and that was.

The woman who had been with him all along, but whose face they had never seen.

I closed the gap completely, letting the conspiratorial speculation about me flow.

Instead, I decided to focus on the story of the crown prince’s invitation to Riorem to the castle.

‘Does he want to make contact with me somehow?’

Even if the schedule wasn’t gruelling, it was. 

It was rude to invite someone who had already spent three days outside.

I almost wondered why the crown prince hadn’t gone to such lengths to send Riorem back to Castle Dinamis.

It would be far less difficult to bring him back to the castle than it would be to find me and sneak into his bedroom.

‘He’ll freak out when he sees me like this.’

The gagged princess won’t be convinced that it’s okay.

Still, it’s better than going back to Dinamis Castle as it is. 

I waited for Riorem with a lighter heart.

After a while, Riorem returned with a light meal.

I spoke up as soon as he ungagged me.

‘I heard you were going to the royal castle.’

‘…Who told you?’

‘Your soldiers, who were wondering if I was your lover or your servant.’

Riorem’s jaw clenched heavily.

‘The crown prince is going to see me, what are you going to do?’

‘I’m going to catch him on contact and use it as a weakness. If he keeps doing this, I’m going to let him know it’s co-operation and nothing else, so he won’t crawl away.’

Riorem stretched out his hand toward me.

I did as he instilled in me, or more accurately, as he tried to instill in me.

I stuck my chin in his palm. 

I looked up at him as if he were a pet.

As expected, his eyebrows wiggled. 

He should be pleased that I was doing as he asked, but instead he looked uncomfortable.

It’s ridiculous.

‘By the way, don’t say a word, or you won’t get away with it.‘

’Well, if I don’t say anything, you’ll be more uneasy.‘

’And don’t mind other people’s feelings, either.”

‘Are you serious?’

Riorem pursed her lips.

Because he knows best that I’m not naturally concerned with other people’s feelings.

‘Then why are you even thinking about it?’

‘Because I’m afraid that a restless crown prince will steal me away from my master.’

Riorem’s face contorts.

I really didn’t understand him.

Why he would want to mark me as his slave whenever I behaved like one.

But I was more than a little bothered by his distress.

Perhaps… angry.

It was ridiculous to second-guess my own emotions, but I couldn’t help it.

For me, emotions were a learning curve. 

Most emotions were so faint that I could only inertially distinguish the difference between moods.

What I was feeling for Riorem right now, on the other hand, was quite clear. 

For the first time in my life, I felt a sense of jun.

I had to trace the names of these emotions backwards, and I came up with disappointment and anger.

I was disappointed in him, angry that he couldn’t trust me this much, and I was getting on his nerves in an unprecedentedly blatant way. 

I wanted him to be uncomfortable and distressed by this situation.

Riorem was unable to stop me. 

This is truly slavish behaviour.

I rubbed my cheek against his hand.

“So. What do you want me to do?‘

’Command me. You’re more likely to be able to tell me what to do, aren’t you?”

There was a chill in the silence.

But the confrontation was futile.

A gravelly voice came from beyond the barrier.

‘General, it’s time to load up.’

‘Yes, sir.’

As if barely able to catch his breath, Lorem replied hoarsely.

He dismissed my hand and rose from his chair.

I remained seated after he left.

On the nightstand in front of me was the meal he had brought. 

I could see that the stew was cooling down, but I didn’t touch it.

Then Riorem brought my clothes and a cloth covering to cover my hair and face along with my clothes.

I could hear him clenching his teeth as he realised that I had been staring at the food. 

“Eat. I’ll change my clothes first.”

I laughed at the pained, squeezed sound of his voice.

I took the spoon in my hand, satisfied.

It was a triumphant feast.

***

The whole way out of the woods, we didn’t say a word.

I didn’t intend to. 

I was busy adjusting to the foreign sensations in my limbs.

Riorem didn’t gag me. 

Instead, he placed restraints on my hands and ankles.

I lifted my bound wrists in front of me. 

The lunge was a little big for me, as it was originally used to capture beasts alive. 

The restraints themselves were tolerable.

“This is uncomfortable.”

The restraints themselves were tolerable. 

The problem was the fit. 


The restraints themselves were tolerable, but the problem was the fit.

Riorem found the restraints very uncomfortable, too.

But he remained silent, though fidgety.

The carriage turned onto the road.
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As we entered the paved road, the coachman sped up. 

He probably wanted to reach the capital quickly while there were still few eyes watching.

The rough ride made my butt lift off the seat several times.

Normally, my whole body would ache, but perhaps because I’d spent half the day sitting on the floor, I managed to endure.

Riorem, however, didn’t seem to think the same — his expression was steadily hardening.

Regardless, the speeding quickly bore fruit. 

We reached the castle gates in half the time it had taken when we left for the hunt.

We passed through the checkpoint without any inspection.

It seemed the crown prince had made arrangements to hide my presence.

I decided to repay his efforts — though all I could do was hide behind the curtain and avoid looking out the window.

Riorem, who had been watching me, finally spoke.

“Are you not curious?”

“About what?”

“The royal capital of Arete. Isn’t this your first time in such a large city?”

“I’d rather not let every single person in the capital know that Riorem Velik shared a carriage with a woman.”

“Is there a problem with that?”

“There must be — otherwise the crown prince wouldn’t have gone to the trouble of hiding your carriage at the checkpoint.”

Riorem’s face twisted.

“I had originally planned to announce to the world that you had fallen into my hands. After putting in so much effort, isn’t it only fair that I flaunt it a little?”

“So you’re upset you can’t?”

“I’ve accepted it as a reasonable decision. Still, it means I’ve lost a reward I’ve long anticipated.”

“How tragic. I guess you’ll have to console yourself by treating me like a dog.”

Riorem bit his lip.

Silence returned, and neither of us even breathed loudly until we arrived at the capital.

Soon after, the carriage came to a full stop.

“This is where the royal family’s carriages are stationed,” Riorem said as he prepared to disembark.

“It’s a place where only royals or those directly accompanying them may enter. Perhaps a handmaiden could come and go, but…”

His blue eyes turned to me.

“If anyone comes, stall for time as much as possible. If they try to take you elsewhere, follow slowly. I’ll come back to retrieve you.”

“Yes, Master.”

Riorem frowned at my response.

I saw him off as he exited with heavy steps.

The carriage station was quiet.

Peeking through the curtain, I could see the space wasn’t large — it seemed to be a temporary waiting area for departing carriages.

I leaned back against the wall of the carriage and closed my eyes.

I was bored. 

I wanted to nap, but I couldn’t let my guard down — I was waiting for someone sent by the crown prince to contact me.

But my moment of peace didn’t last.

Thud, thud, thud.

Rough footsteps echoed from a distance.

Goosebumps crawled down my spine. 

My body sensed danger before my mind could.

The sound grew closer, confirming my instincts.

Thud.

The footsteps stopped right in front of the carriage.

Then the carriage door was yanked open violently.

“What the hell? It’s really a woman?”

A mocking voice rang in my ears.

A man stepped into the narrow, veiled space.

A handsome blond man with blood-red eyes shining like rubies.

A face I knew well.

Alpheios.

Why was he here? I’d heard he’d been sent to the frontlines.

But this wasn’t the time for questions.

Alpheios wasn’t the kind of man who would give me time to process the situation.

As expected, he climbed into the carriage without hesitation.

“A slave acting like a master is already funny, but dragging around a woman too?”

Alpheios sneered, half-laughing.

The first thing he did was slowly scan me from head to toe.

His gaze stopped at the shackles binding my wrists.

His red eyes widened. 

Then he burst into laughter.

“Puhaha! What’s this? Seems like someone’s done this before, huh?”

A coarse hand — too rough to be a prince’s — gripped my shoulder.

With overwhelming strength, he yanked me to my feet.

“This is gonna be more fun than I thought.”

In a flash, Alpheios dragged me out of the carriage.

Because my ankles were shackled, I stumbled — and he slung me over his shoulder without hesitation.

Only then did a few guards in the distance realize what was happening and run over.

“Y-Your Highness! What are you doing here…?”

“I have business.”

Alpheios ignored the guards blocking his way and walked out of the station.

A brilliant, ornate corridor greeted us shortly after.

I kept my head bowed and stayed still like a slave ordered to remain motionless.

The more I struggled, the more excited this savage would get.

It seemed that Alpheios didn’t know that Riorem had brought a female slave into the palace.

So that’s why he personally came to check.

That meant Alpheios had no spies inside the hunting grounds.

Although he knew that Riorem had let me in, it seemed there were people planted inside Dynamis’s mansion.

Not a good sign.

Though he was filthy in his indulgences, Alpheios wasn’t a man driven by lust. 

What moved him was not desire but the hunger for conquest.

It wasn’t hard to imagine what Alpheios would do to Riorem’s slave.

As if to prove my thoughts right, Alpheios threw me down in the middle of the corridor.

Thud.

With a dull sound, I rolled on the marble floor. 

A heavy pain spread through my shoulder.

I gritted my teeth and swallowed a groan.

His red eyes scrutinized me thoroughly.

“Do you know who I am?”

“You don’t seem completely unaware.”

Step, step.

Alpheios approached me.

His leather-shod foot stopped near my waist.

“Then let me ask you something.”

The tip of his shoe pressed lightly against my lower abdomen.

“Did you happen to have a slave bastard here?”

“This is an important question, so answer me. How I deal with you depends on it.”

At Alpheios’s words, I clenched my molars. 

I almost laughed.

Have a child? 

I’ve never even let a drop of seed inside me.

He must have interpreted my silence differently because Alpheios laughed out loud.

Then he planted his left foot firmly on the ground and raised the opposite leg high, as if to kick my belly.

Whoosh.

The leather shoe sliced the air.

But I didn’t feel the impact. 

He had stopped his leg just before hitting me.

“Hmm, seems you’re not pregnant.”

Thud.

With a heavy sound, the hard heel struck the floor just in front of the lower abdomen where my womb should be.

An involuntary bitter laugh escaped me.

To decide that not holding one’s belly meant not being pregnant — what a childish man.

Thanks to that, I understood why he had dragged me out of the carriage.

If I were pregnant, he’d want to kill the child. 

If not, he’d want to violate me.

Probably in a place where everyone in the palace, including Riorem, would find out.

As expected, Alpheios grabbed my knee.

His pale face approached, wearing a cruel smile like a beast.

“You think it’s obvious, don’t you?”

“But it won’t be so bad. I take care of all my children.”

Pff—

This time I couldn’t hold back.

I laughed quietly, still holding my breath. 

My shoulders trembled as I tried not to make a sound.

He said he takes care of all his bastards.

What a ridiculous statement.

Alpheios didn’t take women out of lust but to dominate them.

Of course, he never took care of bastards. He never acknowledged his children and killed them instead.

I wasn’t the only one who had seen that, which was why he had never been engaged and was still desperate for me.

“…No way.”

Alpheios, who had been staring blankly at me, climbed onto my chest.

His rough, scarred hand tore off my veil.

Riiip.

The fabric tore with a sharp sound, spilling out blood-red hair like dripping blood.

Alpheios’s pupils trembled slightly as they took in my face.

“You… why are you here…?”

“Well.”


I answered in a gentle voice.

“Why don’t you ask my master?”

As Alpheios struggled to understand my words,

A jet-black doll slammed into him.
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With agonizing groans, Alpheios’s body floated up.

Before his body even tumbled on the floor, his opponent kicked him again.

Making a strange puffing sound, Alpheios finally fell to the floor.

Step, step.

A man, so big he looked like an enraged beast, approached him relentlessly.

“You, you bastard… agh!”

His long legs drew a sharp arc. 

A boot filled with force kicked the reckless prince in the stomach.

Thud.

With a dull impact, Alpheios vomited violently what was inside him. 

Before he could catch his breath, a rock-hard fist grabbed him by the collar and lifted him up.

The swift and brutal violence continued for a brief moment more.

If no one had intervened, it surely would have ended badly.

“Ahem.”

As Alpheios fainted, a man standing at the end of the hallway cleared his throat.

“That’s enough. Going any further wouldn’t be self-defense anymore.”

Everything.

Riorem stopped moving.

Only then, as if blocking the crowd’s gaze, the maids lined up along the hallway approached me.

With coordinated hands, they tightly wrapped my hair again.

After placing a new veil over my head one last time, the maids stepped back.

It was then that Riorem, who had been silent the whole time, finally spoke.

“Is this acceptable?”

“Well… if you argue well enough, it should be fine. After all, you did touch his ‘private property.’”

The crown prince shrugged.

It was almost a promise that the situation would be handled.

“I see.”

With a cold voice, Riorem released his grip on Alpheios’s collar. 

The bloodied body collapsed onto the marble floor.

“Then I’ll be going first.”

With that notice, Riorem lifted me up and headed straight to the carriage waiting area without looking back.

The crown prince did not stop us.

After returning to the mansion, I was locked in the bedroom again.

On the surface, it didn’t seem much different from before, but in reality, it was not the same.

Every day someone was dragged away in front of Riorem’s bedroom door. 

Even though they knew that lingering around would get them publicly beaten and kicked out of the castle, intruders kept appearing.

The servants who had been managing the mansion for years were also severely punished countless times.

Almost one per day.

If even the bedroom where I could not hear any news from outside was like this, it was impossible for the outside situation to be quiet.

After pressing the maid, the rumor she told me roughly went like this:

“Prince Alpheios was unilaterally beaten by Riorem Velik. Probably because of Riorem Velik’s slave.”

“But that slave has red hair. Just like the princess of Peroa.”

The rumor quickly spread, resulting in an increase in both official and unofficial visitors to Dynamis Castle.

There must be talk within the castle as well. 

Riorem had many enemies, so many would pick fights and demand the truth. 

It had become a difficult situation for him in many ways.

Was my guess wrong?

I looked up silently at the figure sitting on top of me.

Just as I was fighting the drowsiness that came after finishing my meal, a woman entered the bedroom.

“…Teume, huff.”

The moment she called my name, the hand gripping my neck tightened.

Only shallow breaths escaped through the narrowed airway. 

The more I struggled, the stronger Teume’s grip became.

Thump. Thump.

As my breathing slowed, only my heartbeat echoed in my ears.

When my vision completely darkened, a stiff voice was heard from beyond:

“Just die here.”

Cold skin stuck wetly to my neck.

“If you’re gone, it’ll be fine somehow. You came this far; it won’t end like this.”

Squeeze.

As if to stop a single breath, Teume tightly strangled my throat.

It was heavy. 

Stifling. 

And painful.

The problem wasn’t that I couldn’t breathe, but that the weight on my neck hurt.

The more I forced myself to inhale, the greater the pain became. 

I felt a burning heat flush my face sharply.

‘This won’t do anymore.’

I couldn’t hold back and grabbed Teume’s long hair, pulling it hard.

“Ah!”

Startled by sudden pain, Teume’s arm twitched.

I didn’t miss the chance.

Reaching beside the bed, I grabbed a book. 

She tried to twist my arm when she realized, but it was already too late.

I struck Teume’s head with the hard corner of the book.

With a scream, Teume collapsed.

The noise must have been loud because murmurs started outside the bedroom.

‘What a nuisance.’

I rubbed my neck and stood up.

At this level of commotion, Riorem must have heard it too. I just had to handle things until then.

“What are you doing by yourself, Teume? How do you plan to deal with what comes next?”

“Next? Why should I care about that?”

“I can’t be the one to serve Riorem. If you disappear, it’ll be a problem.”

Teume’s face twisted at that.

“If only you disappeared, everything would be fine…!”

“If that’s what you want, you should have persuaded Riorem to abandon me. It’s your fault you haven’t succeeded yet.”

I kicked Teume out of the bed.

This is Riorem’s bed after all.

Teume lunged at me again, but it didn’t lead to a fight like before because the door behind the partition suddenly swung open.

Teume ground her teeth when she saw the man behind the door before I did.

Riorem hadn’t been himself lately.

Maybe it was because his workload suddenly increased. 

After allying with the crown prince, he had to show himself in many places.

Besides, everyone wanted to get the truth from him. 

Even people in small gatherings scratched at his nerves.

It was also exhausting to pressure the craftsmen introduced by the crown prince.

He’d never bought such luxurious items before, so even placing orders was unfamiliar.

Making blankets and winter coats from wolf skins was especially difficult. 

He had to meet with the tanner, leatherworker, and tailor in rotation.

But… probably the one who pushed him the hardest was Alpheios tou Arete.

Since returning to the castle, Alpheios officially remained silent.

He didn’t reprimand the incident in the hallway where he was beaten unilaterally or whether Riorem’s slave was indeed the princess of Peroa.

Yet in front of Riorem, he talked endlessly.

‘I thought you couldn’t even leave the bedroom because there might be a child. Ah, maybe Cherni spat everything out because he refused to accept a lowly bastard.’

Gritting my teeth at the mocking voice I recalled.

Everything about Alpheios irritated me, but even his rustic tone had a refined accent that annoyed Riorem.

It reminded him all over again that the madman came from noble blood.

Alpheios and Chernea were, so to speak, equals from birth, calling each other by pet names.

Slaves who didn’t even know their parents’ faces couldn’t even approach them.

Even now, after Chernea was brought down to her place, bloodline and status still shackled Riorem.

Compared to feeling that reality, nothing else was particularly painful.

Even the fact that the retainers found Chernea burdensome.

‘Still, I can’t just ignore their resistance.’

In some way, it was necessary to make them accept the situation. To maintain power without foundation, one had to make that much effort.

Riorem rubbed his tired eyes inside the carriage leaving the banquet hall.

The moment he entered the mansion, he sensed the tense atmosphere sharply.

It had been noisy for days, so nothing especially disturbing should have happened, which puzzled him.

‘No way.’

Some intuition popped into Riorem’s mind.

He climbed the stairs as if possessed. Ignoring servants who stealthily avoided him, he headed for the room where Chernea was.

When he opened the door leading to the bedroom, he was met with a situation beyond his expectations.

A thick silence hung inside the bedroom.

Riorem quietly looked around the room. 

There were bright red handprints on Chernea’s neck, and Teume was sitting on the floor.

It wasn’t hard to figure out what had happened.

“Teume.”

“…Yes.”

“Anything to say?”


Teume bared her lower teeth.

“…No.”

“I see.”

Riorem drew his sword from his waist.
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“You disobeyed my order and tried to unilaterally kill a protected person who had no intention of resisting. Is there anything wrong with that?”

“No, there isn’t.”

Teumesia’s lower lip trembled.

Destroying her lord’s property recklessly was a grave crime.

But the Riorem Velik she had observed was not someone to make such a summary execution decision immediately. 

At least… not until that red-haired woman arrived.

‘I chose him as my lord because he always came to rational conclusions, almost to the point of being prudish.’

For someone like that to make such an emotionally biased judgment… and for her to vanish because of that decision.

It was unbearably unfair.

So Teumesia stared straight at the trajectory of Riorem’s sword aimed at her. Her eyes widened fiercely, bloodshot.

But suddenly, something blocked the blade.

Swish!

Before she could even realize what was happening, bright red blood splattered.

“Ugh.”

A groan, as if in pain, came from behind her.

Teumesia slowly turned her head to the left. 

An astonishingly soft and slender arm was wrapped around the back of her neck, as if protecting her.

And at the end of it, a beautifully white hand — like a painting — gripped the sharp blade tightly.

Chernea had blocked Riorem’s sword with her own hand.

“To me—”

Chernea said in a hoarse voice,

“—aren’t you going to ask what’s going on?”

Though her tone was as indifferent as usual, her voice trembled terribly.

Riorem’s chest heaved roughly.

“…What are you doing?”

“I told you… I’m not asking.”

Chernea answered, forcing herself to calm her breath.

“Is that all?”

A voice like burning flames whispered from the underground.

“Your ladyship’s hand could have been cut off. And yet, you blocked my sword for that petty reason?”

At those words, Teumesia sighed.

‘The general stopped the attack halfway.’

Riorem swung his sword with the intent to cut Teumesia’s neck. 

Such a strike would never have been stopped by the frail arm of a noble lady.

‘But…’

Teumesia felt her lips go dry.

Still, he probably couldn’t bring the sword to a complete stop.

Moreover, Chernea had grabbed the blade directly with her hand to prevent Riorem from changing the sword’s trajectory and cutting Teumesia’s neck.

I don’t know the details, but it probably hurt enough to expose the bone.

You could tell just by looking at how pale Riorem’s face had become.

“What do you want?”

Riorem asked through gritted teeth.

“What do you want that you’d go so far as to do this? To spare Teumesia?”

“Yes. Because your subordinate shouldn’t die unfairly…”

“…Die unfairly? Are you the one strangling her?”

“Yes. The truth is, nothing happened. Ah… right, Teumesia?”

A chill ran down her spine.

She recalled what Chernea had just said.

‘You asked how I’m going to handle the aftermath. Not to kill me.’

A hollow laugh escaped her lips.

Disgusting. 

It was terrifying to the point of being creepy — a woman who uses even a situation where she nearly got strangled to get what she wants.

But even so, if such a person insisted on sparing her life, she wasn’t going to refuse.

She had come this far with Riorem as her lord, after all.

Teumesia slowly nodded. Chernea, watching the scene, also lifted the corners of her mouth.

Riorem squeezed out an order.

“…Leave.”

Teumesia bowed slightly and left the bedroom. 

Her hands and feet trembled uncontrollably, but she couldn’t show it.

The door closed, and silence settled heavily in the room again.

“Let go.”

After a silence so still it felt like even the air had stopped moving, Riorem barely spoke.

“This sword is for cutting people. Let it go at once.”

His cold voice warned her.

But Chernea ignored him. 

On the contrary, she pulled the blade closer toward herself.

She taunted him,

“Are you ordering me? Or are you worried your hand might be cut off?”

Blue eyes sparked fiercely.

“Do you want to have a showdown now? Shaking like that because it hurts?”

“I was just… asking.”

At her calm answer, Riorem decided to stop the conversation here.

Thud.

Riorem quickly closed the distance between himself and Chernea.

His large hand twisted the wrist that stubbornly refused to release the sword. 

With just a bit of force, Chernea’s grip weakened.

Clang.

The bloodied sword dropped to the floor.

At the same time, the woman’s right hand was revealed. 

As expected, it was in a horrifically terrible state.

“Damn it.”

Riorem lifted Chernea up in his arms.

He immediately took her to his room. 

There was no time to summon a doctor or servant.

If he didn’t treat her right away, such a beautiful, crafted hand would be ruined. 

That obsession filled Riorem’s mind.

He sat Chernea on his desk and frantically began treating her wounds.

He poured hemostatic herbs on the wound in large amounts since the bleeding refused to stop.

However, the wound did not heal even a little.

Suddenly, Riorem thought his ears were too noisy. 

The pounding noise that continued like running footsteps nearly deafened him.

It was only much later that he realized the noise was his own heartbeat.

Meanwhile, the woman’s blood didn’t stop flowing, and her heart beat faster and faster.

He felt dizzy. 

He couldn’t understand how such an injury could happen just from gripping a blade.

Was it because his mind was confused? It took him a while to remember that he had to press the wound to stop the bleeding.

By then, Riorem’s hands were soaked in blood. 

The bitter wetness mixed with the hemostatic herbs, sticky and horrible.

“Why, why is there so much blood…”

Riorem let out a strained breath.

“Why are you doing this to me too? There’s no need for you, Miss, to remind me I’m acting beyond my station.”

At those words, Chernea laughed aloud.

“You call me ‘Miss’ whenever you’re in a hurry.”

Riorem closed his mouth. 

Probably true—he usually chose his words carefully. 

Since she was his possession, he avoided calling her ‘Miss.’

The more composed she acted, the more he had to control himself tightly. 

Otherwise, he would find himself kneeling before her, licking her feet without even realizing it.

Chernea smiled as if she knew all that.

“A sword that cuts people really carries weight in your words.”

“…Are you joking now?”

“Joking? I’m just reflecting on the punishment you gave me.”

Chernea picked up a bandage that had fallen on the desk.

“I’ll ask again. What do you want to do with me, Riorem? Did you bring me here to insult me, or to serve me?”

While wrapping her wound with the bandage, she asked.

Riorem didn’t answer but instead took the bandage from her hand and pressed it firmly against the wound as he wrapped it.

Watching this, Chernea said casually,

“To be honest, I don’t care either way. If I was brought here as spoils, then it ends with a proud slave being punished. If I was brought to serve, then your mistake means you slightly hurt me.”

“But either way, you must take responsibility.”

“Are you telling me to decide whether to blame this on myself or you? And to take responsibility accordingly?”

In other words, she was saying he should decide how to treat her.

If she were just Riorem’s possession, he could ignore the opinions of other nobles or retainers.

But if she was brought as a person, she was a ‘noble prisoner,’ deserving corresponding treatment.

‘And to some extent, allow other people to visit.’

Riorem tightened the bandage with force.

The pressure seemed to work well; the blood flowing from the wound noticeably decreased.

Of course, it still bled, but it was enough to prevent death from excessive bleeding.

Thinking that, his pounding heart gradually calmed down.

In a firm voice, Riorem said,

“…This is not your fault. You belong to me. Therefore, all your faults are mine.”


Of course, he could treat Chernea with some respect as a person.

But he did not want to give her a separate room as a lady, or ask for her opinion and follow her wishes.

What if Chernea wanted to leave this mansion and go somewhere else?

What if Riorem himself chose a man born with something he could never possess?
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Something rising deep in my chest choked my throat tightly. 

The sensation, resembling pain, made my thoughts even clearer.

“However, since you’ve hurt yourself recklessly, I will give you a punishment.”

“Oh, what kind of punishment are you planning this time?”

Chernea asked, almost singing, but he barely reacted.

He continued in a calm voice.

“I will acknowledge your existence before the nobles. So you must convince the royal family yourself. That Lady Péroa… belongs to me.”

Chernea parted her lips.

How? By what means should I convince others?

The obvious question came to mind, but Chernea couldn’t speak a word. 

The reason was that Riorem had sealed her lips with his own.

A strong force pushed her body onto the desk. 

Her pale body collapsed backward weakly.

Riorem showered her with kisses. 

He stole her breath intensely, tickled her tongue, and instilled a languid pleasure throughout her body.

She knew well what he intended.

‘He plans to silence me and put me to sleep like this.’

Chernea obediently wrapped her arms around Riorem’s back.

And what happened after that… she just decided to look forward to it.

Despite all this pressure, the man who chose to keep her by his side—what would he do?

A few days later.

A maid woke Chernea early in the morning.

The bathtub was already prepared in the room. 

A few flower petals floated on the bathwater infused with fragrant oil.

‘Something’s going on.’

Chernea soaked herself in the tub and looked down at her right hand. 

Her palm throbbed as if burned by fire.

The wound had somewhat healed by now, but it wasn’t quite ready for bathing.

Let alone fragrant oil.

While Chernea soaked in the sweet scent, the maid busily tended to her hair.

She dipped Chernea’s long, luscious red hair in water to wash it, dried it with a towel, and applied fragrant oil again. 

Although it wasn’t impossible to do alone, the maid seemed unusually hurried and busy.

After the bath, things got even busier.

The maid entered the next room. 

Opposite Riorem’s room, it was probably the room made for the lord’s wife and was filled with Chernea’s belongings.

The maid returned carrying an overwhelming amount of dresses and accessories — too many to move at once. 

It wasn’t the first time, but something was different from usual.

As the maid wiped her body dry for the last time, Chernea realized what felt off.

‘These are going out clothes… and she brought hair accessories too.’

The maid only decorated her hair on days when Chernea had to wait for Riorem all day in the bedroom.

Since she wrapped her face and hair tightly when going outside, she seemed to want to take advantage of those days to dress up.

But today, she had brought a box of accessories along with the outing clothes.

It was definitely not a mistake. 

The maid opened the lid and offered it as soon as Chernea chose a dress.

Chernea gazed silently at the golden eyes decorating the box. 

Inside the flashy box with three tiers on each side, there were even more dazzling accessories.

‘These are flashier than what she usually brings.’

Honestly, it made her want to laugh. 

There was enough here to be gifted to any princess.

Chernea picked a ribbon woven with golden threads and a green emerald hairpin that matched the dress.

From then on, the maid became even busier.

Starting by neatly combing her long hair with a silver comb, then applying more fragrant oil to add shine, she let it fall long.

The maid carefully styled her hair and pinned the emerald hairpin behind her ear.

Though the hairstyle might have seemed plain, the flame-like red hair cascading luxuriously was far from modest.

It was rather the most dazzling decoration in itself.

After the dress and hair styling were finished, it was time for makeup.

The maid’s hands were quite skillful, but since she was working alone, it wasn’t as fast as when multiple people do it. 

So when Riorem came in after finishing his own preparations, Chernea hadn’t even applied lip tint yet.

Bang.

Without any caution, Riorem entered through the wide-open door.

He looked around the room and suddenly stopped. 

His gaze lingered over Chernea in the mirror as if licking her.

If the maid hadn’t been there, he probably would have kissed her neck where the necklace wasn’t yet fastened.

“You’ve bought quite impressive accessories.”

Chernea opened with a tone aimed at Riorem.

“Are you planning to go somewhere fancy? If it were night, I’d think you’re heading to a ball, but it’s still morning.”

“A ball… it’s something similar.”

“Is that so? I’m curious. Aren’t you going to tell me in advance?”

Riorem didn’t answer. 

Instead, he slowly stood behind Chernea.

Just as the maid finished applying the lip color, she stepped back. 

Being perceptive, the maid left the bedroom, leaving all the items behind.

Riorem took something out from his chest—a long velvet ribbon.

The deep blue ribbon crossed Chernea’s neck. 

His large hands skillfully tied it, letting the knot hang down her back.

Then he looked at Chernea’s reflection in the mirror again.

The ribbon wrapped around her slender nape like a collar. 

It was certainly a beautiful and luxurious item, but it felt like a mark signaling the owner of prey.

Riorem smiled upon confirming this.

“It’s the royal palace.”

There was no other explanation.

It was a notification, plain and simple.

Chernea was led by Riorem out of the bedroom, down the stairs, and into the carriage.

Many eyes followed Chernea during this. 

Some were shocked, others troubled.

But none of that compared to what happened after the carriage door opened again.

The carriage stopped in front of the gate where nobles and officials came and went. 

Though there was no big event that day, plenty of people had gathered.

Probably everyone there watched the moment the carriage bearing the seal of Lord Dynamis entered.

Knowing this, Riorem stepped out casually.

Naturally, Chernea also came out to the center of attention. 

Though it was familiar, it somehow felt fresh.

‘Maybe because it’s the first time getting out of the carriage without an escort.’

Chernea followed Riorem with a calm expression.

Riorem walked about two steps ahead of her. 

He neither held her hand nor checked if she got down properly.

Of course. 

A slave could never dare walk beside her master.

Without a word, Riorem began explaining to the nobles—making clear the vertical relationship between him and this woman.

Everyone watched in shocked eyes.

“She really is Lady Péroa.”

“No escort… does that mean the rumor that she was brought as ‘spoils of war’ is true?”

“He even tied a ribbon on her, calling her his slave.”

Murmurs continued behind Chernea’s back.

The seemingly endless time abruptly ended when Riorem entered a certain room.

From the moment they entered, it was no ordinary place. 

The corridor between the double galleries was filled with guards, and thick banners hung layered on the walls.

Only after entering the not-so-spacious room did Chernea realize where Riorem had brought her.

‘This is the king’s council chamber.’

Walls padded with wood and banners to absorb sound, a circular table with a hollow center, and a tall-backed chair at the head.

It was definitely a room where only the king and a very few important figures were allowed.

Realizing this, an obvious question popped up.

‘Why was I brought here?’

She looked at Riorem silently, but he never once looked back.

Soon, Riorem sat in the chair that seemed to be his place. 

Then he pointed to a backless stool beside him.

“Sit down.”

Following his words, Chernea sat, and Riorem pushed some documents and papers from the desk toward her.

Only then did Chernea realize Riorem had brought her here as his secretary.

Though rare, it wasn’t unheard of. 

Some nobles hired educated slaves to transcribe confidential documents.

‘But no one would bring a slave, let alone one who isn’t a scholar or secretary but a princess of a fallen kingdom, to a place like this.’

Even thinking that, Chernea obediently did the work expected of Riorem’s personal secretary.


She read the documents, organized the content, and took notes on what was said during the meeting.

Though it was her first time, it wasn’t difficult. 

Rather, she enjoyed hearing much that she couldn’t overhear in the Pelvice Palace or Riorem’s bedroom.

Only one thing troubled her—the red eyes watching her from beginning to end of the meeting.
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Chernia pretended not to notice Alpheios’s gaze fixed on me and recorded the current status of the battlefront.

Alpheios’s eyes clung to the fingers holding the pen.

I couldn’t tell if it was because something she rarely possessed was right before her eyes, or because

Chernia was moving exactly as Riorem wished.

But at least one thing was certain.

“She’s going to make a fuss trying to take me away.”

Chernia furrowed her brows slightly.

She didn’t realize that Riorem was watching her silently without even breathing.

From morning today, the maids came rushing in again.

“Coming to the palace again, huh.”

I shook off my drowsiness and got up.

Since deciding to reveal my existence, Riorem had been flaunting me around. 

My attire grew more and more extravagant. 

If it weren’t for the slave mark wrapped around my nape, one might mistake me for Riorem’s wife.

As things went on like this, the number of maids attending me increased. 

One maid sent by Theumesa wasn’t enough to prepare me perfectly.

However, I wasn’t sure if this situation could be called “an improvement.”

Crack, crack.

The stiff sound of brushing mixed with a painful scalp pull.

They said they reduced preparation time by bathing and combing hair at the same time, but none of the maids did their job properly.

Especially that maid who was violently trying to comb all my hair with a dense wooden comb.

Snap, snap.

Soon, several strands of my hair broke.

“Pfft.”

A maid wiping her arms burst out laughing.

“Oh, sorry, I messed up.”

The maid who had broken my hair didn’t even properly apologize.

This had happened several times over the past few days. 

Enough for me to start thinking about the reason.

It seemed likely because I had shown myself to obediently follow Riorem’s lead.

Many seemed to think I had surrendered to this situation — living as the slave of the man who once was my slave.

Of course, not everyone was like that. 

But some wanted to confirm that I was someone they could look down on.

In other words, they wanted to see for themselves that “that noble Peroa princess wasn’t anything special.”

“Still, until now, it was only people I met in the castle who acted that way.”

So I had much to consider before reacting. 

I had to calculate where to draw the line so Riorem’s authority could cover it.

But if the opponent was a maid hired by Riorem, there was no need to worry about that.

I twisted my body and grabbed the hair of the maid sitting by the bathtub. 

She had been laughing the whole time she was tugging on my hair, her face full of smiles.

I pulled her hair and shoved her head into the bathtub.

The maid, suddenly subjected to a form of water torture, struggled, but pressing her neck against the tub’s edge quickly ended it.

The startled maids screamed.

“Ah! What are you doing?!”

“That’s crazy…”

“Who called someone here?!”

Amid the chaos, I asked in a gentle voice,

“Who exactly did you call? Without even dressing me.”

Silence fell over the room.

Even those desperate to ignore me knew how Riorem would react if he saw my naked body.

The maid with her head underwater gurgled. 

At that eerie sound, the maids quietly held their breath.

If all of them had attacked at once, I wouldn’t have stood a chance. 

Fortunately, the mood seemed to have shifted.

I calmly continued,

“I don’t think any of you trembling before your master ever thought to bully me on your own. Did someone order you? To harass me where Riorem wouldn’t know?”

The maids looked at each other with grim faces.

That alone was an answer.

It was probably someone who couldn’t harass me directly. 

Someone who couldn’t enter Riorem’s bedroom or contact me separately.

Just like all the bullying that happened inside the castle.

By then, the maid whose head had been shoved into the bathtub went limp. 

She seemed to have fainted.

I immediately threw her onto the floor.

The faces of the maids watching turned pale.

Instead of punishing them further, I submerged myself back into the bathtub. 

To let the scent soak into my skin, I’d need to stay like this for at least ten more minutes.

Then I threatened them in a calm voice.

“If he doesn’t tell you, it’s because I’ve killed so many servants that in the end, only slaves who don’t mind dying serve me.”

Of course, I had stopped the excessive cruelty at some point… but there was no need to say that.

Sitting quietly in the bathtub, the maids resumed attending to me.

Their touch was far more polite than before.

I let the maids take care of me and recalled the atmosphere inside the castle.

The reason I wasn’t as aggressive as before since reaching adulthood was because I lost interest in hurting others.

Not because my character flaws had been fixed.

I would never be kind enough to tolerate people who try to assert superiority by treating Princess Peroa roughly.

So today, too, I planned to go to the castle looking perfect.

So my master, who had seized power among those who trampled others and ruled over them, could proudly show me off.

Fortunately, everything went in my favor.

The maids finished preparing quickly, and the road to the castle was much more relaxed than usual.

Walking the corridors amid the process and murmurs of entering the palace still annoyed me but was bearable enough.

The problem was the man I met every time I entered the king’s meeting room.

“Good morning, Cherni.”

Alpheios, sitting near the seat of honor, smiled brightly. 

When I didn’t answer, he even waved his hand.

Instead of responding to Alpheios’s greeting, I looked at Riorem’s back.

Though not as tight as before, his uniform still revealed his straight back and broad shoulders, and beneath it, his body was stiff with tension.

“Today won’t pass quietly either,” I thought, standing quietly by the stool.

Soon, the king and crown prince of Arete entered the meeting room together. 

Everyone except Alpheios stood and bowed respectfully.

I greeted them politely without making them uncomfortable. 

All the while, Alpheios’s gaze was fixed on my side profile.

The crown prince wouldn’t just quietly watch Alpheios like that.

As soon as the meeting started, the crown prince tried to use his retainers’ voices to push Alpheios out of the castle again.

This was because since Alpheios had brought news of the empire’s troops strangely advancing to the front lines and requested reinforcements, he hadn’t stepped outside the castle.

Normally, he would have just delivered the news and immediately returned to the battlefield with his soldiers.

But during preparations for the expedition, the crown prince returned with Riorem Velik, and rumors that someone was left behind in the general’s carriage piqued Alpheios’s curiosity.

That’s how it came to be.

The rumor that Riorem had taken in a female slave was true, and the identity of that slave was the very person Alpheios had pursued for years.

After learning this, Alpheios never left the castle.

He attended every meeting he sometimes participated in and persistently spoke to me.

It was an uncomfortable situation for everyone.

Whether fortunate or not, Riorem wasn’t easily swayed by Alpheios.

Instead, he chose to flaunt me even more.

Tap, tap.

A long finger touched the end of the paper organizing the meeting minutes.

I looked away from the paper and met Riorem’s eyes.

“What is it?” I asked silently with my lips.

Riorem answered without voice as well.

“Look at me.”

I put down the pen and met Riorem’s gaze.

Drawing attention to himself was one of Riorem’s ways of showing me off lately.

To be honest, I didn’t feel good about it. I hated men who used me as a tool.


But staring quietly into Riorem’s eyes was something I liked.

Because he was looking at me directly.

While trying to show off that I did whatever he told me, Riorem focused not on others’ eyes but on me.

The fact that my eyes were fixed not on anyone else but Riorem Velik himself.
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So, as I kept looking into his eyes like this, at some point, the thing resting on his right thigh began to swell.

“Mmm.”

I instinctively swallowed dryly.

Ever since the other day, when I accidentally touched that burning piece of flesh under the table, my throat had gone dry whenever I looked at him.

And the more that happened, the colder Alpheios’s gaze on my face became.

By now, it stung like a fork scratching at my skin.

Still, Riorem didn’t let me go until long after.

I could only pick up my pen again when the meeting was almost over.

Even as I transferred the words I heard to paper, Alpheios’s gaze remained fixed, unmoving.

So when he blocked our path outside the meeting room, it wasn’t all that surprising.

The moment the rogue prince appeared, Riorem stepped in front of me.

“What is it?”

“I have something to say to General Riorem.”

Alpheios grinned, his voice flat and dry.

“What’s with you lately? Something bothering you? You didn’t pay any attention in today’s meeting either. Was the content too difficult for someone who can’t even read?”

“At least I don’t make others explain the questions directed at me, Your Highness.”

“Those things are easy to understand with a bit of reading, aren’t they?”

“Usually, someone in command already has that kind of knowledge in their head.”

“If you’re so knowledgeable, then why didn’t you volunteer for this expedition, hmm? Are you scared?”

Alpheios’s voice was thick with laughter.

The expedition.

Something that had come up while Riorem and I were exchanging glances.

We needed to keep the Empire’s excessively advanced troops in check, which meant someone had to lead soldiers to the frontlines.

But that task clearly belonged to Alpheios.

It had been his punishment for injuring a bureaucrat during an official meeting.

Instead of pointing that out, Riorem began to chip away at the prince’s pride.

“Are you asking me to go in your place, where Your Highness ran away from?”

Alpheios raised his voice at the businesslike calm in Riorem’s tone.

“Ran away? Someone had to bring the news back to the capital, didn’t they? And a commander was needed to depart with the new troops!”

“Then fulfill your duties, Your Highness. Haven’t you always told me? That someone with lowly blood shouldn’t covet noble missions.”

Riorem’s answer left no room for retort.

It must’ve been the result of all the time he’d spent facing things I didn’t know about.

There must’ve been countless people who tried to tear down a mercenary born of slavery.

And among them, the one who tormented Riorem the most must have been Alpheios.

Almost as if confirming my guess, Alpheios pulled out words that would surely cut deep into Riorem.

“So now you’re going to listen to me? Not because you’re scared, hmm? Scared to die on the battlefield and lose Chernie?”

But maybe things had already escalated too far emotionally.

That remark was too much.

Alpheios, who had been taunting, suddenly stopped mid-sentence.

I quietly looked around.

Those who had been silently watching Riorem and Alpheios were now trembling, their faces pale with fear.

From behind his upright back, I could easily imagine what kind of expression Riorem had on his face.

He’ll probably run until he collapses from exhaustion again tonight.

If that were the case, I at least wanted to get back early.

I reached out and grabbed the edge of Riorem’s cape that had slipped down his shoulder.

So heavy.

I whispered in a voice only Riorem could hear.

Finally, I heard him quietly inhale.

Then Riorem gave a curt nod to Alpheios.

It was a greeting only in form, completely devoid of sincerity.

“I have a schedule to attend to, so I’ll be leaving now.”

Before an answer could come, Riorem passed by Alpheios.

I left the hallway without sparing Alpheios a glance.

Because it wasn’t something my master had permitted.

…Of course, I was good at dumping all my burdens on Riorem whether he gave permission or not.

We headed for the annex where the general’s office was located.

As soon as we turned the hallway, I dumped all the books and papers I was holding into Riorem’s hands.

Despite parading me around under the pretense of being his attending slave, Riorem accepted them without a word.

Riorem never let me carry even a wet towel.

He always carried the mountain of documents and notebooks addressed to him himself.

And so, my role was truly only one thing:

To let him flaunt me as his war trophy.

And sometimes, I had to let him desire that trophy too.

The moment we entered the office, Riorem locked the door.

His now-empty hand gripped my chin.

His hardened face suddenly loomed close.

I did want to admire that striking beauty, but for now, I obediently closed my eyes.

Because I was sure the conversation with Alpheios had eaten away at Riorem again.

His lips, dry and chapped, pressed against mine.

But honestly, that rough texture was nothing surprising compared to the chill that clung to him.

“Mmmm.

A tongue slid between my half-closed lips.

The cold tongue probed every inch of my mouth, stealing heat.

The places where heat pools are usually the weakest and most delicate parts of my mucous membranes.

So I suffered every moment of Riorem’s tongue’s passage.

The minutes of painstakingly organised meetings, the handfuls of confidential documents, the letters that the servants had surreptitiously brought with them to the palace.

The things he’d accumulated as a Seth slave turned general of Arete, Riorem Velik, were scattered unceremoniously across the floor.

But Riorem’s hand isn’t on the floor, it’s on my shoulder.

It’s at times like this that the sadism of the thing rears its ugly head.

This from a man who felt no fear, not even from the mad prince of Arete….

The fact that he was nervously checking to see if I was in my hands was arousing.

That the slave who had so rarely climbed into my bed was now wielding at my disposal.

I was just beginning to drift off into a daze of ecstasy.

Suddenly, my lips parted.

“Ha, ha. Aaah…….”

I gasped and looked up at Riorem.

His saliva-slicked lips moved silently.

‘Unscrew it yourself.’

Long fingers flicked at the button that was fastened over my sternum.

I’d expected it, but apparently he hadn’t come to my office just to kiss me.

I undid the buttons, one by one, in a neat row along my chest.

My breasts, pressed against the stiff fabric, sprang free like bursting buds.

Blue eyes scanned the figure intently.

“…….”

I swallowed reflexively.

Riorem’s gaze was so insistent, I could feel its trajectory even with my eyes closed.

The centre of the dress parted, revealing white underbelly, lace underwear, and a ribbon for a fastener.

Riorem’s gaze was glued to my half-covered chest, where his bite marks left like scars.

I stared at him as I finished unbuttoning his top.

As if on cue, he untied the layers of ribbon.

My underwear, tied with ribbons, fell loose. 

Soon her breasts, swollen by the kiss, were on full display.

A large hand wrapped around the exposed flesh.

“Mmmm.”

A moan escaped her throat.

The hand, now hot with heat, clutched her breasts. 

The flesh, stained with bite marks and bruises, twisted and turned in a hand bigger than my face.

It was a strange sensation to have my breasts crushed in someone else’s heat.

First a shiver rises from deep in my chest, then a chill runs down my shoulders, and finally I’m intoxicated by a sense of support that feels like an extra weight on my heart.

Especially against someone with hands as large and firm as Riorem’s.

I closed my eyes, exposing both breasts.

The urge to surrender myself to this languid, strange sensation gripped me over and over again.

My body, half tempted, swayed wildly, my weak legs wobbling barely.

At that moment, Riorem pinched my nipple painfully.

“Ugh……!”

A stabbing pain shot through my shoulder as I involuntarily twisted my back.

I lifted my feverish eyelids and looked down at my chest. 

A plump, swollen nipple twisted between his thumb and forefinger.

Riorem’s tightly closed lips opened. 

As if trying to catch his breath, he whispered in a low voice.

‘You didn’t come here to rest, did you?’

“Hmph…


Yes!”

“Stand up straight. I’m not done yet.”

I bit my lip slightly.

‘Just when I thought this day wasn’t going to go by quietly…’
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The argument with Alpheios had gnawed at Riorem’s nerves more than it looked.

Something he could never have. 

Provoked, for example, by his bloodline or his birthright, Riorem was always greatly agitated, and his anxiety always came back to him in this way.

He would give me unjust orders, making sure that I was in his control.

In one sense, it was in keeping with the nature of a bedroom slave, and in another sense, it was the furthest thing from a slave’s duty.

For I was always the beneficiary of his lascivious pleasures.

I straightened my posture, bracing myself on my legs. 

Callused fingers released my nipples as I arched my back.

Riorem clutched my breasts again. My nipples rubbed against his hard, dry palm.

‘Mmm…….’

A moan escaped my lips.

Her nipples were still tingling, and a sensation she didn’t know if it was cold or heat sent goosebumps up her forearms.

The sensation of the pointed tip rubbing against the man’s sword-holding hand was strangely unbearable. 

It felt like a low electric current was running through his body.

“Mmm… Oomph, huh.”

My legs shook with the effort.

My breasts were being squashed this way and that, and each sensation of my nipples being tweaked sent chills down my spine.

By now, sticky sweat beaded over my sternum.

As Riorem cupped her breasts in my hands, there was a hissing, grunting sound.

Until the sound became eerily clear.

Riorem leaned down and stuck his tongue out over my chest.

‘Ah……!’

The hot tongue flicked across my flesh.

The beads of sweat on my damp sternum and the puffy down. 

Riorem began to lick up my sweat.

Chewing.

Riorem’s lips parted, and I heard a playful splash.

‘Ha, ha. Aaah…….’

I gasped and looked down at Riorem.

His eyes locked with mine as he stared at my chest, which was cupped in both hands. 

He still hadn’t unbuttoned a single button, and it was indeed a lewd sight.

‘You look like you don’t have enough.’

I couldn’t help but laugh,

because the way he said it, his voice was half-locked.

‘What more do you need?’

Riorem’s thumb flicked at my protruding nipple.

If I had more time, I might have considered giving him the benefit of the doubt.

If I had more time, I might have considered giving him the benefit of the doubt.

But right now, I had no such luxury. 

My head was spinning with the thought of this man not even touching my nipples, let alone my soaked underwear.

‘Suck it, suck it.’

I tried to sound as calm as possible, but it wasn’t working. 

Half of the sound that escaped my lips was a sultry gasp.

Riorem caught it, too.

“Say it right. Tell me what else you need, and why you need ittoo.‘

’Hah, go… I want to go. I mean, nipple… suck.”

Riorem’s throat rasped loudly.

The fact that I was being driven to the point where I couldn’t even use my learned language seemed to excite

him.

Riorem knelt down in front of me. 

He was so tall, and yet his head was just under my breastbone.

His fingers, damp with sweat, wrapped around my nipple. 

His thumb and forefinger rolled over the pointed bumps, stimulating them.

“Hmm, ha. Ah……?

I gasped and arched my back. 

I felt like I was going to come at any moment from the familiar pleasure.

Just then, Riorem’s arm slipped around my waist.

He looked up at me and asked,

‘You mean you don’t mind having your nipples sucked by these lowly, insignificant lips, even though there’s a royal bloodsucker outside your door clamouring for you?’

“Hoot, I… I’m your slave, what prize, ah……!”

“Even if you weren’t a slave, would you have done it? This room was yours, not mine

and you’re asking me to suck your teats now……..

“Please, Riorem…

I pleaded, cutting off Riorem’s words.

Ever since he was able to show me off, Riorem had become a much more unstable person.

He was more easily agitated, more needy of affirmation.

I think it’s because the problems he was vaguely thinking about were actually coming to him… 

I’d rather have him eaten by carnality than this.

I rubbed my nipple against Riorem’s cheek and asked him again:

‘Suck me, huh?’

Fortunately, the straightforward request still worked well for him.

Riorem’s hands clenched on my breasts. 

For a moment, he thought that his handprints would leave a dark mark.

He bit down hard on her nipple and areola.

His hot breath poured over my erect nipple, the humid heat enveloping the slimy rum tip.

‘Hmph!’

I jerked my head up reflexively.

My centre collapsed and my back buckled wildly, but the man burying his face in my chest kept me from falling.

Tsk, tsk.

Riorem sucked the flesh of the door into his mouth. 

He swallowed so deeply that his cheeks caved in, causing my nipples to swell and I felt an odd sensation.

Soon, hot flesh enveloped the bumps that threatened to burst. 

I instinctively wrapped my arms tightly around Riorem’s neck.

“Aaah, aaah… Aah! Aah, aah.”

My whole body shuddered.

Heat from the sensitive spot heated my veins and rose to my heart. 

A languid sense of pleasure followed my pulse and spread through my body.

I groaned, holding Riorem deep in my chest. 

Stimulated by that alone, I sucked relentlessly on what Riorem had in his mouth.

Pleasure and floatiness enveloped my heart.

A man who doesn’t just relieve my needs on me, but affirms his possession with the fact that I want him.

I want this man to cling to me more desperately.

I want this man to never want to let go of me, to want to be attached to me all day, to want me non-stop.

I want this man to never want to be separated from me, to never want to be from the depths of our bodies.

More than I want him to want me.

Between my pleasure-soaked underwear and the climax that was getting closer and closer, I was wracked with a desire and thirst I’d never had before.

The desire grew stronger and stronger as the pleasure that started at the tip of my nipple ate a bit of my head.

But without finding the right way, I climaxed just the same.

“Ah, ahh …

A languid heat took over my entire body

, starting with a feeling of exaltation that seemed to lift my shoulders.

My whole body shuddered as I clung to Riorem’s neck.

The heat pooling in my lower belly tickled my vagina, but I wasn’t about to ask him to suck

down there, too, because that wouldn’t solve the

problem.

Only after the afterglow had worn off did he and I sort through the letter. 

I read it, and he scribbled a reply in his notebook that I copied from.

As I waited for him to finish, my eyes were glued to the bulge in his trousers.

He was being more forceful with me than before, but he wasn’t sticking his dick in me.

In fact, he was more defensive than before.

Maybe that’s why… I wanted more.

I wanted to have that hideous, enormous penis inside me, to be at the mercy of his pleasure.

I wanted it so badly that the right opportunity presented itself.

Teumesia Lavros was cornered.

Despite her efforts over the past few months, word of Riorem’s new slave had leaked out to.

And in the worst way imaginable.

Prince Alpheios had dragged the slave through the corridors of the royal castle, intent on raping her, only to discover that she was sieve.

So Teumesia tried to create a rumour that she was “just a lookalike of the princess”.

Of course, that wouldn’t have worked.

If anything, it might have increased the number of people trying to see if it really was a look-alike or if it was the Princess Peroa herself.

‘But still, it would have been better than travelling in and out of the castle with her.’

Teumesia gritted her teeth.

Rather than hide Chernea in this situation, Riorem would have preferred to show her off.

It was something that not only Teumesia, but all vassals, hoped to avoid.

Of course, Riorem hadn’t formally acknowledged the woman’s identity.


But he was not blind to it.

Those golden eyes, shining like jewels, were proof that she was of the Serpantov imperial family.

Moreover, Prince Alpheios’s reaction was unexpected.

The sight of the blood-crazed madman, too busy wandering the battlefields to be engaged, wooing a woman like a lean man hanging from a sergeant’s chain was enough to send chills down the spine.
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Moreover, Alpheios’s courtship was not just an unpleasant incident.

Everyone who needed to know was aware that the prince complained daily to my father, demanding,

“Take General Riorem’s slave away and give her to me.”

So Teumesia consistently insisted: either kill that woman or exile her to another country.

Isn’t that only natural? In the Arete Kingdom, especially in Riorem’s territory where the power base was most unstable, having a woman everyone coveted would only cause trouble.

Especially when her presence was negatively affecting Riorem.

Whenever Riorem was involved in matters concerning that woman, he was never in his right mind.

He always made the most irrational decisions and created problems that didn’t need to exist.

Still, until recently, it was bearable.

For the past few years, Riorem had lived like a madman, obsessed with gaining power and accumulating wealth.

He hardly paid attention to himself, nor indulged in luxury or even simple desires.

So it was possible to tolerate his sudden craziness over a woman.

Even if it insulted and angered Teumesia herself, it was fine. 

After all, she had experienced similar things when serving other lords, not just Riorem.

Always reminding herself of this, Teumesia chose Riorem based on efficiency.

Many people make foolish choices, even against their own judgment, just because they don’t want to listen to a woman. 

Most of Teumesia’s previous superiors were like that.

But Riorem was not. 

If that was the most suitable method to achieve his goal, he would listen even to a woman from a minor noble family.

Even after concluding that Teumesia’s advice was the best among his strategists, he acted the same way.

Ordinary lords, when realizing Teumesia was the smartest, would usually scold her.

Sometimes they would blatantly ignore her suggestions or skip her promotion.

Some even harassed her just because she was a woman.

But Riorem reached a purely efficient conclusion: he made Teumesia his adjutant.

So Teumesia was loyal to Riorem. 

Even if he did crazy things because of a woman, or if that woman was insane, she tried to endure it as much as possible.

But this was different.

The situation becoming everyone’s gossip, the Alpheios prince trying to sow discord between the king and Riorem, the report that the empire had learned about Chernea—all of it was wrong.

Everything.

Not even did this situation make Riorem happy.

His nerves became increasingly sensitive, and he grew more confused like a lost person.

“Then the right thing is to eliminate the cause. What other options are there?”

So Teumesia persuaded those around her.

Since she failed to convince Riorem alone, she planned to gather more voices to move her lord’s heart.

The moment she tried this, Teumesia faced something she had to endure her whole life again.

Other retainers began opposing just for opposition’s sake.

Gnash.

Teumesia gritted her teeth.

“Why do men have to be like this?”

Surely they also thought that abandoning Chernea was the right thing for Riorem.

But as soon as Teumesia brought it up, they attacked her as if it had never been discussed before.

And on top of that, they took the chance to settle long-held grudges built since Riorem chose Teumesia as his adjutant instead of them.

Even in this worst situation, Teumesia had to go to Riorem’s bedroom. 

There was no way around meeting that woman.

Since Teumesia had tried to kill Chernea, Riorem strongly disliked the two meeting.

But he couldn’t stop it. 

Chernea herself wanted to see Teumesia.

Teumesia waited for Riorem to leave and then went to meet Chernea.

Riorem was still her lord, and she saw no need to upset him unnecessarily.

“So usually when I come, this place should be quiet…”

Teumesia glanced down the disorderly hallway.

The atmosphere felt strange. 

She even heard suspicious sounds from inside the bedroom.

Knock knock.

She knocked with a notification tone and opened the bedroom door.

A familiar man was inside — one of the mansion’s cooks.

“What is this…!”

“Could you close the door, Teumesia? The sound shouldn’t leak outside.”

With a harsh voice, Chernea struck the cook’s back with a whip.

“Ugh, ugh, ugh.”

The cook, gagged, groaned.

Teumesia closed the door and looked around.

There were not only Chernea and the cook in the room but several maids as well.

They all kept their heads bowed in silence.

“W-what are you doing right now?”

“Can someone explain for me? I’m busy punishing her right now.”

At Chernea’s words, one maid timidly stepped forward.

The maid wore a mob cap tightly pressed down, but she couldn’t hide the wildly chopped hair.

“We… were ordered by the cook… to harass Lady Chernea…”

The maid’s shoulders trembled as she spoke.

Teumesia clicked her tongue unconsciously.

It seemed the cook, upon realizing the person he was serving was a princess of a fallen kingdom, was trying to boost his pride in a strange way — and got caught.

‘It’s a bit odd that such a proud cook actually came up to the bedroom himself.’

As if knowing Teumesia’s thoughts, Chernea smiled.

“Men who have the habit of using women tend to forget that they themselves can be deceived by women.”

She was saying that the maids had tricked the cook and brought him up to the bedroom.

Chernea stopped whipping the cook, who was being beaten heavily.

Then she smiled at Teumesia, who was staring at her sharply.

“Why are you looking at me like that? Worried about these kids?”

“Don’t worry too much. If things get bad, we can just call Riorem.”

At those words, the man at Chernea’s feet shivered.

The whip slid along the cook’s back with a scratching sound.

“Isn’t that good news for you too? When your master comes, you can report this unfair situation as it is.

Of course, whether Riorem listens to me or you is another matter.”

The whip struck the cook’s back again.

The cook, no matter what excuse he was given to come here, was dressed simply in a loose shirt and pants.

It was not clothing that could block the whip cutting into his skin.

Eventually, the cook fainted from the countless lashes.

Only then did the maids who had been standing start to move.

They began wiping the bloodstains, dragged the cook out, and tidied up the area.

Suddenly, Teumesia spoke.

“Whips too, huh?”

“Of course. When hitting a man, you have to use tools to really hurt him.”

Riorem the general too?

The stupid question stuck in Teumesia’s throat.

He must have hit her a lot, seeing how irrationally Riorem behaved only toward this woman.

“But I still prefer to hit with my own hands. That way, I can feel what I’m doing.”

“Then why is that man…”

“How could I hit a man bare-handed? I’m not a princess. Riorem would hate it. He hates anyone else touching me.”

The answer came back like a strange song.

But at least it seemed joyful. 

Definitely more than being everyone’s spectacle as Riorem velik’s spoils.

After all the maids had left,

Teumesia once again voiced what she had been thinking was the best solution.

This time, to the person concerned.

“Don’t you want to get out of here?”

“What do you mean?”

“Don’t you want to escape? From this situation?”

Teumesia emphasized her voice.

“Do you want to live your whole life in a country that destroyed your homeland? With the lowly status where you have to recruit maids just to punish one cook?”

It was true that Chernea lived a life unimaginable for an ordinary bedroom slave.

But compared to living as a princess of Peroa, it was a far harsher environment.

She couldn’t even leave the bedroom of her own will.


To Teumesia, Chernea wasn’t someone who should be in such a place.

She seemed attached to Riorem, but it would be much easier for her to reclaim her status and enjoy it.

As Teumesia tried to persuade Chernea with such thoughts, a phrase she heard from other retainers suddenly echoed in her mind.

‘I understand that you’re impatient now that you’re no longer the only woman monopolizing the general, but there’s no need to go that far.’
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Teumesia pressed her lips tightly.

She swore she had no such intention. 

She did not particularly admire Riorem.

But she also knew that what she was saying could easily be interpreted that way.

Of course, even if others belittled her judgment as jealousy, she didn’t care much. 

Riorem wouldn’t misunderstand.

But she didn’t want to be misunderstood by this woman.

She didn’t want to go through that kind of trouble with the very person who had ruined the fortress she had built called “Riorem Velik.”

Suddenly, silence fell.

It was natural. 

All the words had come from Teumesia, and Chernea was quietly just listening.

Chernea’s brilliantly shining golden eyes scanned Teumesia’s face.

“Hmm.”

Chernea snorted.

“So, you still haven’t given up trying to persuade Riorem directly, huh?”

“…”

“I thought persuading Riorem yourself was impossible, so you tried to win over people around her.”

“But in the end, since you spoke to me directly, I guess it didn’t go well.”

“Well, it’s a common thing. There aren’t many people who listen to others as much as Riorem does.”

Chernea smiled and leaned back on the sofa.

If Teumesia had been a little less mentally exhausted, she might have thought that smile suspicious—she had watched Chernea long enough.

But as mentioned, Teumesia was cornered, unable to notice the subtle mood.

Chernea whispered:

“Even if I say this, you’ll just get angry, but I feel sorry for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean exactly what I said. If you were a man, your many warnings would have been considered good advice. But because you’re a woman, they’re belittled. Even this story you brought up now is probably dismissed as mere jealousy. Am I wrong?”

It was so accurate, as if she had read Teumesia’s mind.

Teumesia swallowed quietly.

She had hoped someone would someday understand her situation.

But she never thought it would be this woman.

“How… did you know that?”

“When I went outside, I realized it right away. Everyone misinterprets your loyalty to Riorem as jealousy.”

Teumesia’s eyes trembled.

That was true.

The only person who understood that Teumesia’s advice was truly for Riorem’s power—more precisely, for solidifying her own position through that power—was Riorem herself.

People who sneered, saying, “What good will it do if you give power to Riorem, will it become yours?” were actually better.

What she hated most were those who denied her ambition by saying Riorem would never look back even if she devoted herself that much.

And the one who understood this was the woman who controlled Riorem’s body and mind.

The golden eyes reflected Teumesia’s confused face.

Chernea, who had been watching her intently, smiled.

“Actually… I’m in a bit of a difficult situation too.”

Teumesia suddenly came to her senses. It was an unexpected remark.

“What do you mean?”

“You know as well as I do, but Riorem has been acting strange lately. I think it’s because of Alpheios…”

“Ah.”

Teumesia sighed.

That was certainly true. 

Riorem and Alpheios had always been sworn enemies, but recently it felt like they were competing to see who could hurt the other’s soul more.

Riorem’s sudden obsession with luxurious items that only royalty would normally have was probably because of him.

“In the past, I could just get rid of Alpheios, but now I can’t, right? Besides, no matter how wild he is, he’s still a prince.”

“Yes… that bastard being a prince is the problem.”

No matter how much power she gathered, as a subordinate of the king, fighting the royal family was unfavorable.

There was only one way for Riorem to fight Alpheios on equal terms.

Marry into the royal family and become one of them.

“But the general has no intention of marriage… and above all, there is no foolish princess who would marry a man born a slave.”

In that sense, Chernea was someone who helped Riorem fight Alpheios on equal footing.

Of course, that is assuming you regain your status.

Thinking that far, Teumesia took a deep breath.

“Are you perhaps about to say something to me now…?”

“Yes. I need your help. To reinstate the title, at least you need to get outside Dinamis Castle.”

“Don’t I need to leave the kingdom altogether?”

“Your country is just too vast. Even if you try to slip out hastily, Riorem or Alpheos will catch up with you.”

“…Do you need money? To avoid being tracked and get outside the border, I guess that requires funds…”

“No, there are two things I need.”

Her red lips curled into a smile.

“One is a way out of Dinamis Castle. Given the size, there must be a secret passage leading outside the territory… but Riorem won’t tell me.”

“And the other one?”

“That’s obvious, isn’t it? We have to neutralize Riorem, even if just briefly. She’ll surely come chasing the moment I’m out of sight. I thought about using the poison you gave me before.”

“Are you crazy? How could you even think about using that on the general?”

“Right? I was a bit worried about that too.”

Teumesia touched her chin.

“I do know one passage… but it’s also known to the vassals, so I can’t open it alone. At least one person has to hold off others so the other can get in.”

“And getting out?”

“Getting out from the passage isn’t a problem. But whether coming in from outside or going out of the mansion, someone’s needed.”

“That sounds good. No one would suspect I went out that way. Who would imagine you’d help me?”

Just as she said.

Teumesia clenched her fist tightly. 

Talking like this made it clear the woman really intended to go outside.

Of course, she was cunning and likely had some ulterior motive.

But whether this woman truly wanted to regain her status and marry Riorem, or simply wanted to leave this place, it didn’t matter.

As long as she disappeared from here right away, half the problems would be solved.

Teumesia lifted her teacup. 

The cold tea trickled down her throat.

She made up her mind.

“I have an anesthetic. It’s hard to use since it must be administered through saliva.”

“Anesthetic?”

“Yes. It can put a wolf or lion to sleep. Of course, for large animals like elephants it only causes paralysis… but no matter how monstrous the general is, he’s no bigger than such beasts.”

“Hmm, I see.”

Chernea snorted.

“I don’t know much about outside the mansion, so I’ll follow your lead. But I’ll be the one to give Riorem the drug directly. She’ll forgive that much, right?”

“Yes. I understand.”

Teumesia answered vaguely, drawing the plan in her mind.

She knew she was mentally exhausted too, but she wanted to finish this quickly.

All she had to do was get rid of this woman. 

Once done, things would be much less complicated.

Lost in that thought, she never noticed the golden eyes staring at her face and the expression they held.

Teumesia quickly came up with a plan.

While the woman adjusted the remaining issues, I went about my usual routine.

Luckily, the servants had become much more polite toward me, so I felt comfortable.

‘Still, just waiting around isn’t exactly fun.’

I carefully set down a hairpin decorated with pearls.

Below the dangling pearls was a coral-like ornament. 

The longest piece had a needle at its tip.

It was a poisoned needle containing anesthetic said to put even large beasts to sleep for half a day.

Liquid dripped from the needle’s tip. 

Since it was open while still containing liquid, it kept leaking.

I turned the needle upward so the drug wouldn’t leak further.

Then I looked back at the man collapsed under the acrid smoke.

My master, who rushed back to his bedroom after hearing the mansion was on fire.


“If I had known you’d come up in such a hurry, I’d have just waited in bed.”

I whispered in a gentle voice.

Riorem, completely paralyzed, glared at me with fierce eyes.

I couldn’t help but smile.
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I think it was a good decision to move Teumesia away from the passage just in case Riorem doesn’t fall asleep.

If not, Riorem would have noticed that Teumesia is my ally.

I wonder how long the effect will last? I didn’t even ask how long the paralysis would last, I thought as I stood up.

Riorem’s gaze pierced my back. 

More persistently than an injured and enraged beast.

I turned around to Riorem and smiled.

“Don’t worry. I’ll be back soon.”

I flipped the maid’s mob cap over my head. 

As soon as I confirmed all my hair was hidden, I left the bedroom.

As expected, the mansion was in chaos.

The fire that started in the kitchen had risen to the second floor, and everyone was in a frenzy trying to put it out and move furniture around.

I used the stairs on the opposite side and went down to the first floor.

Eventually, I entered a room that seemed to be a study. 

Teumesia was inside a small adjoining room.

“That’s it,” Teumesia said, pointing to the opposite wall when she saw me. 

It was a huge fireplace connected to a chimney.

“There’s a groove carved below, right? Press it with a fire poker.”

“How ridiculous. For a secret passage, it’s annoying to have such a device.”

“It’s probably to prevent the lord from fleeing, I guess.”

We had a brief conversation as we each operated the device from our positions.

Click.

Soon, something clicked into place, and the wall right next to where Teumesia was standing opened outward.

Inside, there was a tunnel resembling a cave.

“Come this way. Someone needs to hold the door.”

I nodded and approached Teumesia.

Something seemed to leak from the pearl pin in my pocket, and my skirt began to get wet.

Fortunately, Teumesia didn’t seem to notice.

“As I said before, if you go through here, the village…”

I only half listened to her explanation and moved closer. 

Pretending to hold the door, I pricked Teumesia’s hand with my needle.

At the same time, her words stopped abruptly.

Ah, maybe she wasn’t stopping by choice.

“Ah, ah… aaah.”

Teumesia snapped her lips, but her stiff tongue couldn’t form proper words.

With a plop, she collapsed instantly.

I caught her falling body and laid her gently on the floor. 

Her gray eyes glared at me.

The effect must be stronger and faster than Riorem’s — she’s going to pass out like this.

I took off my outerwear and covered Teumesia like a blanket.

It would be cold if she slept here.

“I’m sorry for lying to you. But you’re the only one who can help me.”

Teumesia tried to lift her flickering eyelids with effort.

Of course, she couldn’t open them properly.

I whispered softly, as if singing a lullaby.

“Still, wouldn’t it be easier for you if Riorem treats me as a lover, rather than a slave or a prisoner? Of course, I’m not sure if he’s the kind of man to feel affection.”

Teumesia’s eyes widened at my words.

But that was all. 

Her eyes slowly closed again.

I wrapped Teumesia’s body tightly with my coat and left the room. 

I carefully restored the door and device so no one would notice.

Then I stepped back into the corridor.

Maybe the fire had grown bigger — the hallway was filled with thick smoke.

But it wouldn’t last long. 

Teumesia would have let the fire burn only that much.

I walked up the stairs against the empty hallway to the second floor.

Back in front of the bedroom again,

I opened the door I had never opened with my own hand. 

Riorem was lying inside in the exact same position as before.

The room was wrapped in a strange silence.

It felt like a space totally unrelated to the people chasing the uncontrolled fire, the thick black smoke, and the noisy murmurs.

I closed the door and locked it.

The blue eyes watching me trembled.

I said with a voice tinged with a smile,

“Why are you surprised? I told you I’d be back soon.”

I laid Riorem down straight.

He was still wearing his uniform since he came to the bedroom right after returning to the castle.

First, I removed his accessories, then climbed on top of him to strip off the uniform that clung to his sculpted body.

Tap, tap.

The sound of buttons being undone echoed quietly in the room.

Taking off someone else’s clothes wasn’t an easy task, but after a few tries, it had become manageable.

I guess that’s the result of practice.

I couldn’t help but smile.

Originally, even unbuttoning the clothes I wore was difficult. 

It was natural, since I had never done even a single hairpin myself.

The man who taught me how to undress by myself was now staring only at my hands.

He unbuttoned all the buttons on my shirt. 

His muscular torso was fully revealed. I slowly stroked his chest with my fingers. 

His eyes grew wide as he looked at me.

Old memories naturally came to mind.

When I said it was okay to touch my feet during masturbation, he had exactly that kind of look in his eyes.

“What do you think I’m going to do to you now, Riorem?”

His stiff jaw did not move.

But just by looking into his eyes, I could tell he was desperately trying to move the root of his tongue somehow.

I felt something deep inside me stirring up.

I’m not quite sure what to call it. 

Interest? Or should I call it sadism?

Either way, I smiled with a rather mischievous feeling.

“I still don’t know what you were thinking when you disobeyed my orders. I told you several times to come to the bedroom, didn’t I?”

“Actually, someone overheard that once. That man told me to forcefully take you. Wouldn’t that be simple?”

At those words, Riorem’s eyes widened. 

It’s not surprising that the past me could have forcibly taken a slave.

There was only one reason for him to react so strongly.

“Oh dear. You recognized that was something Alpheios said right away.”

“Should I feel sorry? If I had forced you into the bedroom as he said, Alpheios might have tormented you less than now.”

“I’m not sorry at all. I wanted your body, but I also wanted your desire, completely.”

“So I endured and waited, but you ran away from the castle. That was really a lot.”

As I said this, I put my hand inside the waistband of Riorem’s pants.

The huge pillar throbbed roughly, almost vibrating.

I pulled down his pants and took out his member. 

The thick flesh hung limp over his pants, thicker than my forearm.

“Oh, I didn’t think of this.”

Since his body was paralyzed, it was natural that his cavernous bodies weren’t tensed. 

I had been so focused on restraining his limbs that I hadn’t considered this.

“Maybe Teumesia wasn’t the only one impatient.”

I was mentally pressured as well.

I grabbed the limp pillar with both hands. Slowly I stroked the forced flesh upward.

His stiff thighs trembled slightly.

Even in a paralyzed state, it seemed he could feel something touching him.

That was truly fortunate.

Caught up in a feeling that might be sadism or revenge, I continued.

“But it wasn’t a bad experience. Finding out how you were doing was quite enjoyable. Though I did swap out quite a few fiancés in the process… Who’s going to blame me for that?”

“The hard part started after you came here. Even though you came back to me, you didn’t do what I wanted.”

No matter how much I stroked the pillar, Riorem’s member didn’t become erect.

Still, perhaps due to friction, it seemed to have a bit more strength than before.

Of course, maybe I was mistaken because it was so large… At this point, isn’t this enough?

Thinking that, I placed my knees on either side of Riorem’s waist and lifted my body up.

I undid the buttons on the maid’s dress I was wearing as a disguise. 

Fortunately, it wasn’t hard to take off.

Soon, I was completely naked. 

Riorem’s gaze wandered over my bare skin.

I couldn’t help but smile.

With both hands, I raised Riorem’s member again. 


Because it still didn’t have strength, I had to position the glans beneath me myself.

“Hoo.”

I took a deep breath.

“Can you see well?”
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I asked a question that would never be answered.

In fact, there was no need for an answer. 

Riorem’s gaze was already fixed between my legs.

Even so, I deliberately gave him an order. 

It was something I had wanted to say for a very long time.

‘I want you to look straight at me. I want you to… No, I want you to enter me.’

The gaping hole engulfed the glans.

I slowly lowered my hips.

My flesh was still limp, but it was so voluminous that inserting it wasn’t too difficult.

The closed flesh parted, and a long wave of heat surged in.

‘Huh, hmm.’

A sigh escaped.

‘Hot……..

Despite being so soft that it seemed like it would flow out if I removed my hand, Riorem’s penis was too hot.

It was a tight fit for my walls, which had only accepted a few fingers for months.

But I stubbornly lowered my hips.

The lower part felt like it was burning. 

There was a slight pain and a sense of foreignness, but it wasn’t bad.

Even that unpleasant sensation was proof that I was holding him.

The still-soft flesh filled my wet inner walls. 

It was a completely different sensation from ordinary penetration.. It felt like I was holding lava, not a man.

The more I lowered my hips, the heavier my stomach felt. 

The slight sensation of being held upright by my palms gradually disappeared.

Slowly, slowly.

Riorem was swallowed by me, leaving only the tip of his root.

‘Ugh… Huh.’

I exhaled heavily.

At the same time, I burst out laughing.

It was absurdly large. 

It was hot. 

It even went in so deep that it crushed my insides.

But even though it was so difficult, I swallowed all of Riorem. 

It was something I had wanted for a long time.

I raised my head and looked into Riorem’s face. 

His eyes, which had been fixed on the junction, also slowly rose.

When our eyes met, the glans buried deep inside my lower abdomen twitched.

‘It seems to please you.’

I licked the base of the shaft with my lower lips.

It wasn’t intentional. 

It was more of an instinctive action to endure the heat I felt inside me.

But then, Riorem’s Adam’s apple twitched violently up and down.

I couldn’t help but sigh.

‘Did I use too little poison?’

It was supposed to be a drug that could knock out even a wild beast. 

No matter how I looked at it, it didn’t seem to have much effect on Riorem.

Even if his eyes were moving, his throat was moving too. 

If this continued, the paralysis might wear off in an instant.

Thinking that, I grew a little impatient.

Swaying my hips on top of the man was easy, but the problem was that Riorem hadn’t yet become erect.

It was easy to sway his hips on top of the man, but the problem was that Riorem hadn’t gotten hard yet.

‘If I sway my hips like this, it’ll probably slip out.’

I wasn’t doubting my own body, but just inserting it wouldn’t be enough to fully arouse Riorem.

I pressed down on my buttocks and moved my pelvis back and forth. 

It was weaker than vigorous thrusting, but it was still stimulation.

‘Ugh.’

My clitoris rubbed against his muscular lower abdomen.

The flesh inside my walls also moved around, poking the inside roughly.

It was a strange feeling. 

It was very dull, but it was definitely pleasurable.

Before I knew it, my lower abdomen was tingling. 

When my clitoris was rubbed, I even felt a sharp electric current.

Every time it became clear that the sensation I was feeling was pleasure, the tremors in my lower abdomen also grew stronger.

It wasn’t solid yet, but the heat was definitely building up.

‘Are you feeling good too?’

‘I hope so… I want you to put it in again, Jige.’

‘I hope so… I want you to put it in again, Jige.’

The movement of his waist grew faster and faster.

Every time the mound rubbed back and forth, her buttocks grew wetter. 

The love juice flowing from the junction trickled down Riorem’s lower abdomen.

It was good. Even though it was just being held inside, it was enough.

She could definitely feel how good it felt to have this man’s penis filling her lower abdomen.

She slowly approached climax.

She bent her waist to press harder on her clitoris and shook her buttocks slightly to stimulate the sensitive area.

Even then, the penis inside her remained soft.

It wasn’t bad, but it was disappointing.

I wanted to fill myself with Riorem’s semen. 

As I said, I wanted Riorem’s body, but I also wanted his desire.

‘Ah, ah, ha… ah, yes!’

A lustful moan escaped my lips.

The vaginal walls, tightly sealed by the flaccid penis, twitched.

The remaining moments of climax was urging me on.

I shook my hips faster and harder than before.

Every part of me that touched Riorem tingled. 

A sensation like my body was floating rose from my toes.

Soon, an unbearable pleasure poured out. 

The ecstasy that burst out melted my brain and straightened my spine.

My whole body trembled.

It felt like everything was evaporating from the pleasure I had felt for the first time in a long time.

Perhaps because the afterglow lasted too long,

I realised very late that my lower abdomen felt heavier than before.

That is… when something suddenly pierced my insides, which had collapsed onto Riorem’s chest.

I gasped at the sudden stimulation.

It wasn’t particularly meaningful.

The subsequent stimulation was even stronger.

‘Huh… Ah?’

A foolish sound escaped my lips.

My mind was already soaked in ecstasy that it couldn’t function properly.

As if to remind me, something pierced deep inside me once more.

Puff.

Something that had never touched that area before trembled.

I slowly raised my head.

A poison that could paralyse even an elephant-sized animal.

It was hard to believe that more than half of the poison-filled saliva had been injected, yet her eyes were clear.

Her lips, bitten by her teeth, trembled.

‘Is this right?’

The question I had repeated several times came to mind again.

‘Is this really okay?’

No matter how I thought about it, it didn’t seem right.

It wasn’t my first time rubbing my penis and ejaculating. 

I had never tried inserting it into a hole before, but I had used every part of this woman’s body.

But it felt so good. 

Didn’t that make sense?

Even thinking that, it felt good. 

So good that I thought I might die right there.

It was that good.

Everything.

‘Ugh, uhh.’

A beastly breath boiled in my throat.

It was so soft, so tender, so hot that I felt like I might die of thirst right there.

I realised for the first time that ecstasy and death could be so close together.

He forced himself to move his numb, unresponsive hips.

Thud.

The tip of his penis hit something. 

At the same time, it collapsed as deeply as it had been thrust in.

After doing this dozens, perhaps hundreds of times, Riorem realised that it was Chernea’s womb.

The small organ that filled Chernea’s lower abdomen.

Realising this, fear suddenly overwhelmed him.

Upon realising this, fear suddenly overwhelmed him.

Shouldn’t he pull out now? He had been taught that even if it didn’t completely fill her, the semen leaking out could impregnate the woman.

All of it.

The education he had received at the temple, along with the whipping, sounded an incessant alarm in his head.

But he couldn’t bring himself to pull out.

No, I couldn’t even stop thrusting for a moment.

And no wonder… it felt too good.

The sensation of my walls convulsing around his cock was so good that I couldn’t stop thrusting.

Come to think of it, this was also completely absurd.

I already knew this sensation of the mucous membrane twitching. 

I had felt it plenty with my fingers and tongue.

How could it be so different when felt with a cock?

This sensation shouldn’t have been enough to make my head spin like this.

The rough bumps I could feel when I thrust my fingers deep inside were the same.

The fact that every time I poked and rubbed here, Chernea’s pussy clenched and cried out,

I had already known months ago.

Yet it felt unfamiliar. 

It felt like something I’d never experienced before. 

Even the way Chernea’s waist trembled when I scraped the ridges with the tip of my penis

felt like something I’d never felt before.

I couldn’t gather my thoughts. 

It was just the sensation of the small grooves and inner walls inside her,

but it felt like my brain was melting.

I can’t understand it.

But it feels good.

So I can’t accept it.

But…

Every time I moved my hips, the same thought repeated itself dozens of times.

Eventually, all my thoughts gathered together and clung to my lower body. 


An overwhelming urge to ejaculate surged up.

Perhaps that’s why.

This time, a new question arose.

‘Would it be different if I ejaculated inside?’
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She relived each and every past pleasure.

Even though she wasn’t used to it, her body vaguely remembered those sensations.

All of that became unfamiliar just by sticking a dick in her pussy.

‘If everything is so different…’

Riorem thrust his hips upward at a rapid pace.

“Could that also…be different?”

Even the act of reaching the peak of pleasure—could that be different too?

A desire that was either curiosity or longing gripped Riorem.

His stiff joints pressed down hard on Chernea’s pelvis.

Chernea sensed something and struggled. 

But there was no way she could release the strong force pressing down on her body.

Captivated by that cruel satisfaction, Riorem thrust his penis deep inside her.

Hot semen flowed out, warming her urethra. 

The semen gushed out and pounded against her uterus.

It was a fierce ejaculation.

Chernea’s body trembled. 

She moaned loudly, as if even the sensation of the semen shooting out felt like pleasure.

His stiff arms wrapped around her delicate body.

The ejaculation was long. 

During that time, Riorem lifted her waist firmly. 

He wanted to thrust himself deeper inside her.

Pouring his seed into the moist, soft mucous membrane was more ecstatic than he could have imagined.

The thought of his ejaculate filling her vagina and uterus and spreading throughout Chernea’s body. 

Even after ejaculating so much that his lower abdomen ached, he still wanted to feel more.

After the long ejaculation ended, he felt a strange sensation in his lower body.

With his nose buried in her red hair, Riorem wondered about the nature of this moisture.

The answer suddenly came to him as the long afterglow was fading.

The semen that Chernea’s womb couldn’t hold was flowing out.

‘…Ah.’

Riorem held his breath.

Only then did his mind begin to think. 

His reason, which had been completely overwhelmed by pleasure,

raised its head.

‘…Ah, ah. Ah.’

Riorem sighed.

He had thrust his cock into Chernea’s insides himself. 

Rubbing his cock against the vaginal walls and crushing his glans against her womb, he squeezed out his semen.

He had done something absurd, intoxicated by pleasure.

In the meantime, the mixed bodily fluids dripped down the junction.

The strange tingling sensation felt as the moisture slid down my thighs reminded me of a more serious fact.

I had ejaculated inside Chernea.

An unprecedented chill swept through my entire body.

Perhaps due to the immense shock, my arms and legs, which had been barely moving until just a moment ago,

began to move.

Of course, the sensation was absurdly dull, but there was no time to hesitate any longer.

Riorem pushed Chernea’s shoulders away. 

The woman’s body, which had reached orgasm repeatedly, slid down helplessly.

The penis, which had been thrust deep into Chernea’s intestines, slipped out with a gush.

Riorem clenched his teeth.

After fucking her so hard that he had even ejaculated inside her, he couldn’t believe he was feeling regretful.

Suppressing that lingering emotion, he picked up Chernea’s body.

Riorem carefully laid her down on the bed.

Chernea’s legs spread weakly. 

The exposed vagina was a mess.

Their juices had mixed together from the rough fucking, creating foam.

The lewd sight made his waist ache again.

At the same time, the knowledge instilled in him from birth through whippings came to mind.

‘You are the product of lewdness…’

Perhaps because the outer shell that had been built up over his instincts had been completely stripped away, the old memory came to mind.

The children sold to the temple all had similar stories. 

After cutting off the beginning and end, the only conclusion left was that they were ‘children who couldn’t be raised.’

Such children were sold in countless numbers every year. 

Therefore, the temple had no need to breed slaves to increase their numbers.

Perhaps if they used doctrine as an excuse to suppress lust, it might be different.

Therefore, the children raised as slaves in the temple were all beaten and taught abstinence.

They were told not to even think of exposing their lowly and disgusting genitals, as even a single drop of semen could result in a child. 

Along with such oppressive brainwashing.

Fortunately, Riorem left the temple before being manipulated by their ideology. 

He entered the duke’s castle before his foreskin was even removed.

Nevertheless, the instinctive aversion did not fade.

Perhaps it was closer to fear.

The fact that he had left his lowly seed inside this precious woman.

So Riorem tried to remove it.

He inserted his finger into the loosely opened, trembling hole and scraped out the semen. 

The sticky fluid flowed out of the hole.

‘Huh, uhh…’

Chernea gasped for breath.

Every time he thrust his finger, the vaginal wall twitched and squeezed his knuckles. 

It was difficult to pull his finger out because of the tight membrane.

Riorem felt his head growing increasingly muddled.

Chernea’s writhing and moaning were too erotic, and her lewd appearance reminded him of the heat that had gripped him just moments ago.

He couldn’t think straight.

Even so, he could still think. 

A sense of crisis was gripping him like a thorn.

‘This is going to be hard to pull out.’

It wasn’t just his fingers that were being swallowed. 

Every time Chernea tensed her lower abdomen, the saliva was sucked up.

This was never going to end. 

Not to mention that he hadn’t even reached the semen still inside her.

So Riorem climbed onto the bed.

Fortunately, he had a piece of flesh that was bigger and thicker than his fingers. 

He even had a hook that could scrape the inside of the vagina like a claw.

Riorem gripped his shaft and aimed the glans.

He felt something was wrong, but he didn’t have time to think about it.

He had to get everything out of there.

If my semen gets inside, it’ll be a big problem.

With that thought, he moved his body. 

His enormously swollen penis pushed its way through the split opening and was swallowed up.

The sticky, damp moisture enveloped Riorem. 

A different kind of pleasure from before crept up slowly.

Instinctively, he shifted his weight and thrust his hips downward. 

His penis, which had been thrust all the way to the root in one go, pressed against her womb.

‘Huff, ah, huff.’

The woman beneath him gasped for breath.

Only then did Riorem look down at Chernea.

Her usually composed face was contorted in shock. 

As if she had been sucked into a vacuum, she couldn’t even breathe.

The sight was eerily beautiful.

Riorem covered Chernea’s lips with his own. 

He grabbed the back of her head and roughly swallowed the breath she had managed to expel.

He repeated the motion of thrusting his hips upward and downward. 

He thrust his penis deep inside her, and as he withdrew, he scraped the entire vaginal wall with his glans.

White foam-covered fluid flowed down the junction. 

Every time he scraped the remaining moisture inside

like a spatula, another handful of moisture seeped out.

It was a task that made no progress, but it was not boring. 

Riorem passionately thrust, withdrew, and thrust again repeatedly.

During that time, Chernea’s body collapsed.

Riorem wrapped his remaining arm tightly around her waist.

With his head and waist supported, he would endure until he had scraped out everything inside,

leaving it completely empty.

That was his plan, but it didn’t work. 

Chernea’s body was too limp.

He had no choice but to pull her hips with both hands. 

Because she was clinging to him like glue, it was difficult to push her waist away, but thanks to that,

Chernea didn’t slide toward the head of the bed.

Thud, thud, thud.

The sound of bare skin colliding echoed through the room.

The bed was damp. 

The sheets, as well as the mattress below, were soaked with the semen and love juice that Riorem had scraped out..

Yet the moisture trapped inside did not dissipate. 

Instead, it soaked the penis, making it slimy, and it wriggled.

As if begging for semen.

Riorem pressed down on her waist. 

He pulled the penis out to the root and thrust it back into the depths.

Even that wasn’t enough, so he pushed his tongue into her limp lips and stirred the inside.

Her body, which was receiving Riorem up and down, began to convulse again.

The arms that were limply wrapped around Riorem’s neck stiffened. 

The inner walls that wrapped around his penis chewed him up.

The thrusting grew faster and faster.


The hook-shaped glans scraped viciously against the inner walls, continuously sucking out the juices inside.

Saliva flew everywhere. 

The bedsheets, white buttocks, and black body hair were soiled and scattered.

Finally, Riorem pressed down on her crotch.
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Her thighs and vulva were crushed by the man’s hard flesh.

Kuuuuuuk.

The glans crushed her uterus. 

Thick semen spilled out of her uterus, which was crumpled as if it were being pushed up to her navel.

Uncomfortable with the weight pressing down on her lower abdomen, Chernea twisted her body.

But Riorem did not release her. 

Instead, he raised his knees and poured his semen into her.

Deep penetration with his full weight. 

The glans and uterus pressed together without a single gap. 

And the force of gravity pushing the heavy object down from above.

Semen poured into the uterus, crushed by all that pressure. 

It was an act of violence, nothing less.

Riorem finally released Chernea after a long time.

Was it because he had ejaculated longer than before? Or was it because most of the semen had been shot directly into the uterus?

Unlike earlier, Chernea’s vagina was clean. 

Of course, it was limp and gaping, but almost no semen was leaking out.

Only then did sleepiness overtake Riorem’s body. 

The drowsiness he had been suppressing was finally catching up with him.

He dragged his weary body to the bed. 

Of course, Chernea was with him.

Chernea was already unconscious. 

Her slightly swollen belly seemed uncomfortable, and she grimaced, but she obediently nestled into Riorem’s arms.

Her eyelids grew heavy. 

It was not sleep but collapse, and the spell descended upon her body.

Riorem closed his eyes.

He awoke again the next morning.

Riorem was tormented by self-loathing.

Instead of scraping away the semen he had spilled inside Renée, he had poured it into her womb without spilling a single drop.

He was a madman.

But there was something else that made him feel even more remorseful.

Riorem looked down below.

In the middle of the blanket covering Chernea’s naked body and his lower body, his penis stood erect, casting a shadow on the blanket.

No.

‘Am I sane?’

There were limits to physiological reactions.

He hadn’t even ejaculated before fainting. 

It was already standing erect.

Even as he thought that, Riorem’s gaze turned to the woman in his arms.

Chernea was fast asleep.

Her face was completely different from last night, when she was gasping for breath with his cock inside her.

His erect cock twitched and shook.

As if to separate himself from his memories, Riorem slowly got up.

The room was still dark, just as it had been before he lost consciousness. 

The only difference was that smoke was no longer coming in through the crack in the door.

Come to think of it, there was no smell of smoke either. 

It seemed that the fire had been extinguished and the room had been ventilated.

It was as if nothing had happened.

Rio Rem swallowed hard.

When he was lying in the smoke after being hit by the poison dart,

When he had been struck by the poison dart and collapsed, lying in the smoke, Riorem had naturally assumed that Chernea would leave him.

It was only natural.

If she wasn’t going to flee, there would be no need to start a fire or take advantage of the chaos to inject him with a sedative.

His suspicion turned into certainty as Chernea’s footsteps faded away.

Liorem opened his eyes wide in the acrid smoke. 

He didn’t know if he would burn to death,

but he wanted to remain conscious until that moment.

If that was what Chernea wanted… he was prepared to die in pain.

However, the flames that engulfed the kitchen did not reach the second floor. 

Chernea did not flee either.

Instead, she returned to him…

‘…Ha.’

Riorem exhaled.

It was something he had never even imagined.

Putting his lowly dick into the pussy of the lady he served. 

How could he have imagined such a thing?

Of course, it might have been because of the restrictions imposed on him.

In place of reason, what remained was the instinct to ‘release desire and not produce offspring.’

But even without the temple’s teachings,

Riorem would never have dared to imagine Chernea impaled on his cock.

‘What would that feel like?’

Riorem gritted his teeth.

When he came to his senses, he remembered it more clearly.

The lewd sensation he felt as he slid between her wet vaginal walls and the moisture that spread without pause.

Now that he knew such things, how could he just lie there as if nothing had happened?

Riorem pulled back the blanket.

He spread her limp legs and took his place between them.

He spread his limp legs and positioned himself between them. 

A shadow fell over Chernea’s face. 

He had dreamed many dreams about this woman.

For the six years since he left the duke’s castle, he had dreamed of opening the door to the bedroom at

Pelviche Palace, and each time, he had crawled in on his knees and begged for forgiveness.

Even in his dreams, he had not committed any sacrilegious acts, but instead begged for forgiveness for his rudeness.

Even in his dreams, he did not commit any sacrilegious acts, but begged for forgiveness for his rudeness.

Instead of running away from him, she pressed her body against his,

even in the most intimate places.

That’s right.

How could he turn away from last night’s pleasure after something like that happened?

The thin semen remaining in his testicles dripped onto Chernea’s lower abdomen.

Liorem rubbed the semen residue into Chernea’s skin. 

It was right above the uterus.

Suddenly, yesterday’s events came to mind.

‘I came inside… Is that okay?’

Probably not. He had ejaculated so much that her lower abdomen was bulging. Perhaps

some of it had settled inside Chernea’s womb.

As soon as he thought that, his penis twitched violently.

‘Ah… really.’

Liorem looked down between his legs.

The pillar, with its veins bulging, was hideous. 

It twitched incessantly, spitting out semen,

looking like a monster flickering its tongue in the fires of hell.

To think that such a thing was thrust into this white, soft body. 

It was absurd.

Of course, Riorem’s body didn’t seem to think so.

Unlike his mind, which considered all this sacrilegious, his lower body was already pressing the glans against the labia.

The glans pressed against the soft flesh. 

The hole, which had been closed all night, slowly opened.

There was no need to use his hands for the insertion that began in this way. 

The erect penis knew what to do.

cut through the thick mound and thrust its head inside.

The hideously erect penis cut through the precious and beautiful woman’s flesh.

The invasion was slower and more cautious than last night.

However, the act of spreading the mucous membrane and inserting the penis head was ruthless. 

If Chernea had been awake, she might have screamed in pain at the sensation of her flesh being torn apart.

Just imagining it makes me want to cum.

‘Huu.’

Riorem clenched his teeth as he swallowed his ejaculation.

His blue eyes looked down at the junction.

Perhaps because she was still asleep, Chernea’s vagina wrapped around Riorem more gently than yesterday.

Riorem pushed his hips deeper.

When he pushed his penis all the way in, his body and Chernea’s interlocked as if they were made for each other.

‘Ugh.’

The sleeping Chernea moaned.

Riorem slowly moved his hips.

Riorem moved his hips slowly. 

As he lifted his hips as if scratching the top, Chernea’s brow furrowed slightly.

The corners of Riorem’s mouth slowly turned up.

Even in her sleep, she accepted him, and this lustful woman who felt his penis was unparalleled in her beauty.

He changed his position and thrust his hips deeper. 

The tip of his penis hit something soft.

It was her uterus.

He put pressure on her thighs and rubbed the tip of his penis against the entrance to her uterus. 

She seemed to like the feeling of her uterus being gently crushed, as her love juices gushed out.

Riorem clenched his teeth. 

He desperately suppressed the urge to move his hips violently and thrust his cock down.

Instead, he tapped the uterus gently and gazed into Chernea’s eyes.

Tap, tap, tap.

A red glow appeared on her pale face.

The heat on her cheeks spread to her neck and chest, staining Chernea’s skin here and there. 

The heat that warmed her cheeks spread to her neck and chest,

colouring Chernea’s skin here and there.

He knew instinctively that Chernea was approaching climax

with just this slow, gentle stimulation.

Moans mixed with her steady breathing.

Riorem tapped inside in time with her breathing. 

The sticky pressure continued,

Chernea’s insides became completely soaked.

The moist heat tightly enveloped the pillar. 

Riorem felt dizziness swirling above his head.

He wanted to thrust all the way to the root.

But he stubbornly repeated the same motion.

Slowly. 

But deeply.

Then the hole began to twitch.

“Huh…

000…

Ooo”

A voice mixed with sleepiness lingered in Chernea’s mouth.

Unable to resist, he swallowed her lips. 

Then, sweet breath flowed into Riorem’s mouth.

Gulp, gulp.


The sound of love juices mixing and foaming echoed slowly at that moment.

Chernea’s body stiffened. Just from the stimulation inside, she had reached her peak.

Kwaaah.

The convulsing inner walls contracted strongly.
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Ha.

Riorem swallowed softly.

The soft mucous membrane that once gently enveloped his shaft was now tightly constricting him.

This kind of pressure — the kind that seemed to demand his release of semen — there was no way

Riorem could resist.

Riorem thrust his hips sharply upward. His instinct perfectly grafted his glans to the womb.

Soon, the flesh buried at the deepest place expelled the semen.

From the perfectly sealed contact point came a fierce gush.

“Hi… hruu… uh.”

The stream striking the womb made Chernea’s thighs tremble.

Riorem continued his long ejaculation, firmly pressing her body down.

Even after reaching climax with the womb being squeezed, Chernea did not awaken.

The fact that her flat lower belly was once again filled with the semen of a despicable man became something only Riorem knew.

Naturally, an even greater sense of self-loathing overwhelmed Riorem than before.

He ended up tormented by self-hatred until morning came.

After completing what he had long carried out.

I suffered from body aches for several days, as if I were a bride who had endured a grueling first night.

I truly didn’t understand why.

Although it had been a while since I last shared my body with a man, I didn’t think it would leave me so bedridden.

Moreover, the pain was strange.

Deep in my lower abdomen, there was a peculiar soreness. It felt close to muscle pain after sleeping all night curled up in a narrow place.

It felt like the imprint of being crushed by something for a long time.

‘Maybe it’s because I troubled too many people over this.’

Between the lingering abdominal pain and the strange satisfaction, I recalled the events of the past few days.

Teumesia came to the bedroom the next day. 

Her attitude was calmer than I expected, and above all, she was curious about my intentions.

Why I had deliberately deceived her and set fire to the mansion.

She didn’t even ask about Riorem. 

Teumesia must have thought that there was no better way to neutralize

Riorem than the one I used.

‘Though she did get irritated.’

When I said I had planned everything to find out the location and usage of the secret passage, Teumesia was quite annoyed.

Still, thanks to that, we could verify if the remaining servants were trustworthy, right? No one took advantage of the chaotic situation to abduct me or anything.

Only after I added that did she reluctantly accept it.

‘I also confirmed that Teumesia’s attempts to take me away weren’t due to someone’s orders… All in all, it was a satisfactory outcome.’

Of course, I couldn’t completely welcome the changes in Riorem that happened afterward.

I had known from the first day he suckled between my legs that Riorem had no prior sexual experience.

I also knew he had a strong libido since his days in the duchy.

So I expected that Riorem, having just experienced sex for the first time, would obsess over it for a while.

That the frequency would be several times that of an ordinary person.

…But I didn’t expect it to be this much.

Maybe because he was sure I wouldn’t escape from him, or because he was weak to pleasure.

From the moment my body fully recovered, Riorem clung to me desperately.

It was safe to say that during any free moment, he would forcibly insert himself inside me.

I was literally driven by sexual sensation from the moment I opened my eyes until I closed them again.

Thankfully, since I had just been bedridden, I could use my condition as an excuse.

Otherwise, I might not have left the bed even now.

Because my body was wrecked, I had to stop going to the castle to attend Riorem for the time being.

Then my daily routine became almost the same as when I first came to Riorem’s mansion.

There was nothing to do except lie in bed all day and wait for Riorem.

Today too, while spending time that way, a maid suddenly opened the door and entered the bedroom. 

It was the very same maid Teumesia had assigned to me at first.

“How are you feeling today, Miss? Is your body still uncomfortable?”

“Except for some stiffness, I’m fine. My fever’s gone down too.”

“Is that so…”

I looked intently at the maid’s face.

She was competent but not exactly friendly. 

Yet suddenly she was asking about my condition.

Something was definitely going on.

“What is it? I’m fine, so get to the point.”

“Well…”

The maid took a deep breath as if preparing herself.

“I think you should go to the parlor. A guest has arrived.”

“A guest? Why would I receive a guest?”

“Well…?”

The maid sighed.

“It’s a guest who came to see you, Miss.”

“Me?”

“Yes.”

The maid answered with a clearly reluctant expression.

“Prince Alpheios has arrived.”

The smile that had been hanging on my lips froze in place.

‘Alpheios is here?’

I had considered the possibility that someone might come to this mansion to see me. 

For example, an official from the principality checking on my survival, or someone like the Crown Prince of Arete.

But Alpheios was not within my expectations. 

I had never even considered the possibility of seeing him outside the royal capital.

Why would that madman come to Castle Dynamis in the first place? Isn’t he practically an enemy of Lord Riorem?

I sat up from the bed. 

A maid rushed over to support my shoulders.

“He insisted on seeing me?”

“Yes. He said he would wait in the drawing room until you come out.”

A scoff escaped my lips without my realizing.

It was his way of saying I should come down on my own if I didn’t want him to run into Riorem.

Putting aside the question of why he had come all the way here, I thought I understood why Alpheios was being so forceful.

Since that incident in the palace hallway—when he had almost violated me—I had never once responded to any of his advances.

My master didn’t want it, and frankly, I had no desire to grow close to Alpheios either.

It must have been an infuriating situation for that arrogant man.

‘Still, I expected him to pressure the king of Arete, not show up himself.’

I clicked my tongue.

Seeing that, the maid quietly spoke up.

“Shall I call the other maids to help you dress?”

“Yes. I can’t very well greet a prince in my nightclothes.”

As if she had been waiting for the word, the maid rang the bell in the room.

Soon, all the maids assigned to the second floor gathered.

Perhaps the news of the master’s arch-nemesis suddenly showing up had already spread—everyone’s expressions were somber.

In silence, I began to prepare.

I didn’t plan to dress elaborately.

There was no reason to look pretty for a man who had barged in uninvited.

As soon as I was properly dressed, I left the bedroom.

The maids led me downstairs to the drawing room. 

A familiar figure was waiting out front.

The butler, visibly agitated, nodded at me.

“Is it this room?”

“Yes, miss,” he answered with a stiff face. It seemed he was the one who had personally brought Alpheios here.

The drawing room where Alpheios waited was the closest to the dining hall.

Just by the location, it was clear—it was one of the largest and most luxurious rooms in the mansion.

If it were up to Riorem, he wouldn’t have brought Alpheios here.

But as the butler tasked with hosting a noble guest in place of the master, he likely had no choice.

Alpheios probably timed his visit knowing Riorem and his retainers like Teumesia were absent.

‘His rudeness hasn’t changed one bit.’

I swallowed my long-standing irritation and gave the maid a nod.

She knocked on the door for me. 

Almost immediately, permission to enter came from the other side.

As the door opened, a wave of floral scent rushed out.

Inside, the smell was even stronger—it felt like stepping into a flower garden.

The source of the fragrance was in Alpheios’s arm.

“Cerni.”

Alpheios rose from the sofa. 

He smiled as he offered me an extravagant bouquet.

“It’s been a while, hasn’t it? A gift—for you. I picked only the most dazzling flowers that suit you.”

I reached out to receive the bouquet.

But Alpheios took my hand as if to steal it—and then kissed the back of it.


Only after that whole display did I finally hold the heavy bouquet in my arms.

Perhaps because it contained so many rare flowers, its scent was as strong as perfume.

I expressed my thanks just enough to avoid rudeness, then spoke.

“May I call you Alpheios? Or must I address you as Your Highness?”
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“You should obviously call me Alpheios.”

A handsome face curved into a smile.

Yes, I figured as much. 

Alpheios was treating me exactly the same as he did before.

Though he spoke casually, it had been a long time since I was treated as Lady Peroa. 

Yet, I was surprised at how little it moved me.

Alpheios probably expected me to be happy that he was acting no differently than before.

I met Alpheios’s gaze and curled my lips into a smile.

“Alright, Alpheios. So, can I ask why you’re here?”

I tried to hide my irritation and speak kindly. 

Maybe it worked, because Alpheios looked quite pleased with himself.

“Asking about each other’s well-being feels a bit cliché between us, doesn’t it?”

I answered with a smile instead of words.

There was only one reason I wanted to get to the point. 

The longer we talked, the more likely it was that he’d run into Riorem.

Just as Alpheios hated Riorem, Riorem, too, spent much of his emotional energy dealing with Alpheios.

So I wanted to send Alpheios back before we ended up in an awkward three-way encounter.

But instead of getting to the point, Alpheios knelt before me with a grand, exaggerated motion.

His movements were, of course, elegant and flawless. 

Every motion of his hands and head exuded dignity.

I was almost surprised that this scoundrel could act so princely.

But all such thoughts vanished the moment I heard what he said next.

“Marry me, Cherni.”

I was speechless.

The formal tone, the soft cadence of his voice, and the distinct royal Arethean accent—it was a proposal fit for a prince. 

But the man making it was none other than Alpheios du Arethe.

“…Marriage? With me?”

“Yes. I want you to be my consort.”

What kind of madness was this?

“You seem to be forgetting something, Alpheios. I’ve lost my title along with my country. I’m just a lowly slave now.”

“I know that, of course.”

Alpheios nodded.

Then, as if making some grand proposal, he said in a proud voice:

“If you marry me, none of that matters. You’ll live as a noblewoman again, just like before.”

“Hmm.”

A smile naturally formed on my lips.

It was such a terribly cliché offer.

Suddenly, I thought of Riorem.

He had both stunning looks and remarkable talent, yet no royal ever proposed to him.

Marrying a man of slave origin would be seen as throwing away one’s noble dignity.

‘But here we have a foolish prince trying to marry an actual slave.’

I looked at Alpheios with cold eyes.

But all he seemed to see was the smile on my lips.

He politely handed me something—a box that probably held a jewel or some such trinket.

“I never said I’d accept your proposal.”

“I know. It’s just a gift.”

Alpheios smiled.

“I have a fine estate. I’d forgotten about it while off at war… but when I visited it recently, I found it had a sea.”

“Oh.”

This time, I was genuinely impressed.

Even this war-crazed man, who didn’t uphold any royal duties aside from fighting, owned an estate.

Seeing that I was interested, Alpheios spoke more enthusiastically.

“You’ve never seen the sea, have you? It’s quite something. Completely different from the farmland estates like this one.”

“Judging by your words, it sounds like you own more than one estate.”

“That’s right. I found conquering new lands more fun than managing the ones I already had… turns out I earned quite a few territories for my achievements.”

With that, Alpheios placed the jewel box in my hand.

“And that’s not all. There are also estates passed down only to princes. Until now, I’ve just had others manage them…”

Suppressing a laugh, I asked,

“And now that you’re thinking of marriage, you plan to have your wife manage them?”

“Exactly.”

His crimson eyes curved gently.

“You’re good at that kind of thing. Even the Grand Duke of Peroa once said it—if the young duke had died early, he might’ve passed the title on to you instead.”

Blatant flattery.

I forced myself to swallow the words that had risen to the back of my throat.

My father had said something like that before—not really boasting about me, but more like advertising a product.

“Since she’s so smart, she’ll bear a smart child,” or something like that.

Everyone present knew. 

My father wasn’t really the kind of man to say such things sincerely.

If my eldest brother had died early, perhaps only the terms of my mother’s contract would have changed.

Something like “The marriage continues until a son is born” might have been added as a special clause.

Alpheios must know at least that much.

Yet he was now shamelessly flattering me by quoting my father’s words.

It was amusing to see him make such a pitiful marriage proposal, but by now, I was curious about his reasons.

“Why?”

I asked, feigning warmth in my voice.

“Why suddenly bring this up, Alpheios? Did you actually think about marrying? You’ve managed fine without even an engagement until now.”

Alpheios’s expression stiffened at my question.

Between his cracked smile, a chill leaked out. 

That was more like Alpheios, so I waited calmly for his answer.

His twisted lips finally muttered the truth.

“I thought by now you’d have lost interest.”

Alpheios lifted the corner of his mouth.

In those mad eyes, bloodshot from wandering battlefields, a deep anger flashed.

His eyes spoke plainly:

Since you slept with that bastard, isn’t it about time you got bored?

“Oh.”

I sighed without realizing it.

I was surprised that Alpheios hadn’t outright said such a lowly truth. 

Was it because he was trying to keep up appearances with this proposal?

‘It’s surprising he even noticed something had changed.’

Riorem did act a bit differently after we slept together.

But he wouldn’t be the type to brag to others about it. 

How did Alpheios find out and come here?

Of course, Alpheios was the kind of man who might say directly, “Now that we’ve slept together, it’s only a matter of time before you get tired of me.” 

Maybe he’d sensed it instinctively.

As I deliberately drew out my answer to tease him, a sharp knock suddenly sounded.

Before I could respond, the parlor door abruptly opened.

“Your Highness.”

A knight I hadn’t seen before entered.

I raised an eyebrow watching the scene.

Alpheios was not the owner of this mansion. 

The knight must have known it was rude to barge into someone else’s parlor.

Especially when a woman was present.

Ignoring my glance, the knight whispered something into Alpheios’s ear.

It was obvious news: Riorem was returning. 

Since the report was urgent, the royal castle must have already departed.

Alpheios, perhaps uncomfortable meeting Riorem in Riorem’s own territory, stood up obediently.

Instead of following the knight who was urging him, he took my hand abruptly, as if to snatch it away.

Drawing a graceful arc, Alpheios bowed his waist over the back of my hand.

Smack.

His lips pressed moistly.

I glanced sideways at the knight standing behind him. 

The knight’s face was twisted in a mess, clearly offended by my presence.

This man tests even his own followers.

Even as I thought that, Alpheios pressed his lips firmly onto the back of my hand.

Then, in a deliberately gentlemanly voice, he said:

“I’ll come again, Cherni.”

His dangerously crimson eyes looked up at me. 

He smiled gently while staring intently at my face.

“So wait for me.”

Like marking prey. 

He pressed his lips against my hand once more before finally standing.

Then, with quick steps, he left the parlor.

I sat still, listening to the fading footsteps of Alpheios and his party.

Then I threw the bouquet the man had left on the floor.

The maid, who was tidying up the teacups, shuddered in surprise.

I smiled to reassure the young maid.

But from my lips came only a cold voice.


“How dare he.”

How dare he tell me to live as a noblewoman by becoming the wife of a prince with no claim to the throne.

Despite his good bloodline as an Arethean prince, his solid background as the current queen’s son, his perfect etiquette, and his achievements as a commander—he was still full of arrogance enough to be unsellable.

“And to top it off, he doesn’t promise gold or jewels or luxury. Just ‘allowing’ me to manage his estate.”
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I felt irritation rising. 

If someone hadn’t suddenly come in, I would have at least scolded them.

First, I stood up from my seat. 

Then, without even looking back at the flowers and gifts Alpheios had left behind, I walked out of the parlor.

I spoke to the maid waiting ahead of me.

“Could you prepare the bath water immediately? I want to wash before Riorem arrives.”

My plan to wash before Riorem’s arrival didn’t work out.

Riorem arrived at the mansion before I could even finish bathing.

He had run to the mansion without even taking a carriage, and upon hearing I was washing, he immediately came upstairs to the bedroom.

He seemed to want to ask what had happened between Alpheios and me. 

But when he actually saw me leaning in the bathtub, Riorem didn’t say a word. 

He simply drove away all the maids attending me and took off his outer clothes.

Still wearing his shirt with jewel buttons, Riorem approached me.

“Are you already done washing? I don’t see Hanyu.”

“I just wanted to freshen up briefly, so I told them not to bring him. I planned to finish before you came back.”

Riorem’s jaw tightened firmly. It was clear he thought something had happened.

I smiled and leaned on the bathtub.

“Isn’t it something to be angry about rather than worried? Your slave, who shares your bed, met another man without your permission.”

“How could I say such a thing? How dare I.”

“How dare? Riorem, I am your bedroom slave, aren’t I?”

Riorem’s lips moved slightly.

It was amusing. 

When he served me by sucking my body, he had no problem calling me a slave. 

Yet now, after he took me, he couldn’t bring himself to say those words.

Anyway, Riorem was still my master. 

So as a slave, I had to soothe my master’s mood.

I reached for Riorem’s shirt. 

As soon as I unbuttoned one of the turquoise buttons, his neck stiffened rigidly.

“There was nothing for you to worry about.”

“How do you know what I was worried about?”

“You thought that since he tried to violate me where we weren’t alone, he would certainly do it where only the two of us remained. Isn’t that why you rode here on horseback in a hurry?”

Riorem didn’t deny it.

I leisurely unbuttoned it further. It looked good to see his pale neck exposed, stiffened by tension.

“But he did upset me. He said some things that deserved reproach. So I was going to scold him… but a knight stopped me from even speaking to him.”

I stroked the back of Riorem’s neck with my wet fingers. 

Sliding along his prominent bone, his Adam’s apple twitched sharply.

His pants, hidden under the bathtub, must have moved in the same way.

“What… disrespect did that man commit?”

His voice barely escaped, sounding hot and agitated.

His low voice made me laugh unconsciously in delight. 

Taking that as a signal, Riorem’s arm, which was resting on the bathtub, slipped into the water.

His hot hand grabbed my thigh.

I continued unbuttoning while speaking.

“He even asked me to become his wife.”

Riorem’s eyebrows twitched.

Seeing his cold, hardened face, I realized one thing.

“Not surprised, huh.”

It was unexpected.

I knew Alpheios was running around demanding that Riorem give me to him, but I never thought he’d bring up marriage.

Anyway, my country was already destroyed. 

There was no way a defeated slave like me could become a princess.

I naturally thought Alpheios would just make me a maid. 

So I was quite surprised by the proposal.

Therefore, Riorem’s reaction meant one thing.

“That’s the first I’ve heard of it. Hmph, guess it’s not true.”

Just as I opened my mouth, my fingers spread my labia. I rolled my eyes.

Regardless, Riorem calmly spoke.

“It was a few days ago.”

“When? You never told me…”

“Why suddenly did that man get so provoked?”

Riorem pressed his lips tightly together.

But somehow I felt I knew the answer. 

Because the muscles and veins in his exposed lower abdomen were twitching.

I could plainly feel the excitement he was swallowing.

“He noticed that.”

To the outside, Riorem looked the same as usual. 

So I wasn’t sure how Alpheios had noticed that he had slept with me.

Anyway, he must have sensed Riorem’s change, and from that point on, he began to pursue me more aggressively.

Even making absurd marriage proposals like that.

I couldn’t help but laugh.

“Must have been quite a sight… suddenly, huh, Alpheios… proposing marriage.”

“Not very entertaining, I suppose. He suddenly started causing a ruckus with knives drawn.”

That remark made me truly burst out laughing.

Well, he was the man who was jealous, claiming it was special treatment that I, a slave, did not forcibly take Riorem. 

If he had known we even shared a bed, he surely would have gone on a rampage.

Riorem’s gaze stuck persistently to my lips curled with a trace of laughter.

When I looked up and met his eyes, he asked,

“May I kiss you?”

Instead of answering, I tightened my grip on the hand I had resting on his chest. 

The moment I scratched down his skin with my nails, Riorem covered my lips.

Even as my flesh was bitten, I thought how ridiculous the question was—“May I kiss you?” Where else would one ask such a foolish question?

His thick tongue pushed inside, rubbing and tickling my own tongue until it coiled tightly all the way to the root, trapping it completely.

Now that I think about it, Riorem’s kiss was very much like accepting his manhood. 

It went so impossibly deep and rubbed insistently inside—really the same.

“Hmm, mmm…”

Hot saliva filled my mouth. 

I wasn’t sure whose it was exactly, as my mouth was already more filled with Riorem’s than my own.

His tongue, soaked with mixed saliva, surged deeply as if invading my throat.

Only a slight amount of saliva and breath passed down my throat; everything else was swallowed by Riorem.

While his tongue rubbed my delicate membranes, a finger entered the hole submerged in water.

His long finger, calloused, penetrated deeply at once. 

Though shallow compared to where his manhood could reach, it was a spot that felt plenty pressured.

His finger prodded my vaginal wall as if unsatisfied. 

He probably didn’t like that it didn’t reach the uterus.

I squeezed his finger tightly as if soothing him. 

A sharp inhale of breath was sucked into Riorem’s mouth.

While his tongue was swallowed, the finger slipped outwards. 

The nerves that were scratched caused my hips to jerk involuntarily.

Then Riorem’s lips curved softly.

He was definitely smiling.

I couldn’t even voice a short protest. 

His finger was probing the roof of my vagina, teasing every sensitive spot relentlessly.

“Ump, uhng, ut.”

Sounds like sobbing were caught in my throat but inhaled between Riorem’s lips.

I was literally being ravaged by Riorem from top to bottom.

His tongue and fingers messed me up inside. 

The heat inserted into my mouth and the growing stimulation between my legs gathered tightly in my lower abdomen, beginning to fill my body.

Splash, splash.

Clear water, unstirred by oils, continuously struck the bathtub.

Some of it splashed onto the walls and soaked Riorem’s pants; some mixed with my own fluids, becoming sticky.

Then the hot energy filling my lower body floated up.

Reflexively, I clamped my thighs together. 

The sensation of my body igniting spread instantly, melting up to the top of my head.

I squeezed his fingers tightly, my breath pouring harshly down my throat.

Then the heat rising to my crown burst suddenly.

I couldn’t even make a sound. 

Maybe I couldn’t even breathe.

My vision went pure white. 

My entire body soaked in dull yet sharp pleasure and finally melted away.

“Haa, ah!”

Then suddenly my breathing cleared.

Riorem released my lips.

The arms holding my waist withdrew. 


I gasped, collapsing back into the bathtub. 

The rippling water splashed lightly, tickling my chest.

The next moment, the water rose to my collarbone. 

A man with his pants halfway down had gotten into the tub.
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The bathtub wasn’t very big, but Riorem was too huge. 

It felt too cramped inside with a man like him pressed against me.

I think Riorem must have thought the same.

He grabbed my waist and lifted me up. While my body dangled, he sat down in the bathtub.

Settling into position, Riorem lowered me onto his thigh.

No, to be precise, he slammed me down onto his erect member.

“Hngh!”

His member, standing straight and vertical, instantly plunged deep inside. It felt like sitting on a chair fitted with an artificial phallus.

“Haa, ah…”

Riorem let out a long breath. 

Because of the posture, the inside of me felt even tighter.

He grabbed my ankles and wrapped them behind his waist. 

Sitting on my legs, I felt like I was clinging to him.

And soon, I actually ended up clinging to Riorem.

“Ahh!”

A scream-like moan burst out. 

My body moved before my head could catch up.

A dull ache arrived late, pressing and crushing my uterus and the organs above it, as something thick and hard slammed inside me.

Haa.

The breath Riorem exhaled tickled my ear like wind.

The man who plunged all the way to the root growled and trembled like a beast.

I rested my forehead against his rising chest to catch my breath.

The stimulation was overwhelming. Just the insertion alone almost made me lose myself halfway.

Squirm, squirm. 

The flesh inside me that was so tight I couldn’t even breathe moved slowly.

At that moment, I realized: even though he asked for a kiss, he wouldn’t ask if he could move.

As expected, Riorem’s member slipped out without warning. 

Even with how stretched open I was, the tip scraped sharply against my inner walls.

That ticklish sensation made my entrance twitch.

Soon, the heat surged again, pounding all the way to the crown of my head.

“Ah, ahh, ah, ah!”

The hard, hot pillar pushed inside relentlessly.

I feared my insides might all get crushed, but then he pulled back and thrust hard inside again.

My waist trembled with the intense pleasure that made it hard to hold myself up. 

I gripped his waist desperately with my legs wrapped around him.

Slap, slap.

The remaining bathwater splashed against the tub’s walls.

Our bodies, so close no hair could slip in between, parted and clung again with every movement of

Riorem’s hips.

My hips ached. 

I wasn’t sure if it was from hitting his firm thighs nonstop or from the sticky fluids clinging and heating up.

Everything became opaque as I was wildly penetrated.

“Ah, ahh, haa, deep, uhng.”

Short gasps poured out one after another.

I wanted to catch my breath, which had reached my chin, but couldn’t. 

Riorem kept thrusting rapidly without pause.

“Haa, ah, haa…”

His breath spilled over the dizzying crown of my head.

His ribcage, covered in solid muscles, shook violently. 

His upper body moved as wildly as his member ravaging inside me.

Resting my forehead on his sweat-soaked chest, I felt the rapid beating of his heart. 

Both Riorem and I were trapped in this enormous pleasure that left no room for reason.

Thud.

Riorem plunged even deeper. 

The large, swollen tip pressed hard against my uterus, savoring the sensation.

From my perspective, it was an act that stirred primal fear.

I might end up receiving his seed and having my lower belly swell up.

“Haa, ah, ahhh.”

I twisted my body, drooling. 

The more I did, the tighter Riorem’s hands wrapped around me.

His movements became shorter and more skillful. It no longer hurt, but my body trembled even more.

The motion pressing and tapping on my womb was eerily unfamiliar.

Eventually, I climaxed while my uterus was being crushed.

It felt like the lava that had pooled in my lower abdomen suddenly burst and flowed throughout my whole body.

A strong stream poured through my trembling body. 

The semen Riorem shot pounded against my sensitive womb as it seeped inside.

Feeling his prolonged ejaculation, I collapsed into Riorem’s arms.

I prayed that he would take me to bed like this.

Fortunately, that day I was able to return quietly to my bed.

Though I did give Riorem a blowjob before falling asleep, thanks to not pushing for consecutive encounters, nothing worse happened.

After several days of similar routines, I gradually became sure of one thing:

My body was slowly getting used to Riorem.

Of course, the insertion that seemed to crush all the organs inside was still unfamiliar. 

Perhaps I would never fully adapt.

Still, I no longer suffered from body aches. 

Even when Riorem couldn’t hold back and clung to me repeatedly, after a solid half-day of rest, I could move around again.

As this went on, I began to want to go outside.

I wasn’t happy or eager to visit the palace.

But there was definitely a huge difference in the amount and quality of information I could get by going in as Riorem’s secretary compared to staying only in the bedroom.

So, before falling asleep, I spoke to Riorem. 

I said it would be okay if I went back to the palace again.

Naturally, I thought he would tell me his next schedule. 

He liked showing me off to others… and besides, my voice was half-hoarse when I spoke.

Whenever my body was sore from us rushing things, Riorem didn’t know what to do.

Even if I teased him a little, he just took it quietly.

But Riorem didn’t give me a positive answer.

His face was stiff, hard. It felt like the murderous aura he had the day I secretly met the crown prince.

What was he so angry about?

But he was a man who wouldn’t get mad even at a slave who had rushed him and taken his seed forcibly.

He never scolded me for being so eager on my own.

Riorem just said calmly but firmly,

“Not yet. Your fever just went down.”

I’m not very good at sensing emotions in others, but I understood Riorem quite well.

So I didn’t argue with his refusal. I just said I’d rest a few more days.

I wasn’t without some hope. 

If the situation was serious enough for Riorem to get that serious, surely I would hear something eventually.

The problem was that whoever should tell me might be angry with me right now.

Teumesia was a rational woman. 

If there was a problem because of me, she would definitely come to tell me.

But Teumesia wasn’t an emotionless doll, so she probably wouldn’t share the story willingly after being used by me.

‘Still, maybe she’d pass something on through her maid, who I stabbed and inserted.’

With that thought, I always brought Teumesia’s maid along. 

Now that I had to leave the bedroom regularly.

Today, after a simple face wash, I left the bedroom with the maid.

I headed to the room at the very end of the second floor. 

It was the smallest bedroom, given only to bodyguards brought by guests.

When I entered, the scent of flowers was overwhelming. 

Even with the windows open, it was so strong I thought it could be crushed and turned into perfume.

‘Of course, I have no intention of using it.’

I lifted the box placed in the middle of the room without much care.

Since the unwelcome visit, flowers and gifts arrived daily at the mansion. 

They were all gifts sent by Alpheios.

I didn’t bother checking them myself. I just told the maid to deal with them appropriately.

Then Riorem began managing the gifts.

He didn’t carelessly throw away Alpheios’s flowers or presents. 

The flowers were used as firewood after the leaves dried, and the gifts were stashed away in this room.

Apparently, a retainer of the crown prince advised him that if he threw away the gifts, Alpheios might cause trouble under the pretense of that.

So Riorem did more than just not throwing them away. 

He checked the luxury items inside carefully.


It seemed he even opened the letters sent by Alpheios. 

Of course, I only saw him take them somewhere since he neither read them himself nor asked me to read them.

‘Teumesia probably read them on his behalf.’

Thinking so, I rifled through the box.
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Inside the box was a ribbon. 

There was no letter or card. 

Perhaps it was a gift that needed no explanation.

I let out a small scoff without realizing it.

‘As expected, he doesn’t consider my taste at all.’

A red ribbon for someone with red hair like mine. 

Even if I used it to braid my hair, it clearly wouldn’t show well.

I lost interest and put the box down. This much wouldn’t provoke that strange inferiority complex of Riorem’s.

Just then, I heard the sound of a door opening behind me.

I slowly turned my body. 

The maid standing beside me bowed her head deeply. 

It seemed she had hidden the fact that there would be a visitor.

Through the open door came a woman with neatly braided brown hair. 

I tried to offer a warm smile.

“So Riorem didn’t go to the royal palace today, did he? Since you’re here.”

“He did go to the palace. It just wasn’t an occasion that required me. He had a lunch appointment with the crown prince.”

Her tone was still rather impudent compared to how she spoke to Riorem. 

Oddly enough, though, Teumesia didn’t seem angry with me.

That was surprising. If it were Teumesia, she would’ve surely realized that I truly pitied her.

Given that she knew her own position yet still betrayed it, I expected her to be more upset—perhaps even disgusted with me.

But there was no need to voice that thought aloud.

Still smiling, I asked,

“Is this something you can say here, or should I ask her to bring tea to the room?”

“We’re not exactly the kind to sit and drink tea together, are we?”

A curt reply.

Smiling, I sat down on the sofa in the room.

“Well then, I’ll go along with your wishes for today. But next time, instruct that girl to prepare tea in advance. The sofa inside the bedroom is more comfortable, after all.”

Somehow, it felt like we had made peace—even though we had never fought.

Teumesia must have felt the same. 

Despite her words, she quietly took a seat on the sofa across from me.

“They said you couldn’t get out of bed for days, but you seem perfectly fine now.”

“Yes. Whether I’m a scribe, a maid, or just a slave meant to serve her master, I’m well enough to go to the palace now.”

“Don’t go.”

Teumesia said it bluntly.

“It’s not just the palace. Don’t leave the estate at all. I’ve been checking the entry logs of Dynamis, but you never know.”

I ran my fingertips over my lips.

“…Is someone looking for me?”

“There are a few surviving nobles from the principality—Count Valkoba and the second son of Marquis Piedra. They’re making a fuss, saying they’ll rebuild the principality with you.”

“Oh… that’s troublesome.”

I clicked my tongue unconsciously.

Count Valkoba had been a long-time associate of my father. 

The Piedra family had once seduced my older brother with their influence.

If they truly joined forces to restore the principality, things could get messy. 

But they were absolutely not the kind of people who would cooperate.

Which made it all the more troublesome.

“As you probably guessed, they each lead their own factions. Right now their forces are about equal, but…”

“If either one gets their hands on me, the balance will tip. That side will become the center of the restoration movement.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at that point.

“Do you think they’ll both try to marry me? The Count is twenty years older than me, and the Piedra heir goes around saying ‘a woman who’s not a virgin has a rotten c—k’ and only chases after children.”

“Ah, I ended up telling you something vulgar. Forgive me. I truly despise those men.”

Teumesia cleared her throat at my words.

It seemed that this was where the real conversation began.

“One of them bribed a guard to go around asking about you. He was discovered not long ago.”

“Oh, I didn’t expect them to have such initiative.”

As I said that, something struck me as odd.

‘One of them’?

If they interrogated the man, shouldn’t they have figured out who was behind it? Especially with such excellent intelligence that they could grasp the power dynamics of the restoration movement.

As if she had read my thoughts, Teumesia’s lips twitched.

“Prince Alpheus beat that guard to death. He said it irritated him that someone was sniffing around the woman who would be his future princess.”

I was at a loss for words.

But Teumesia wasn’t finished.

“And…”

“There’s more?”

“Prince Alpheus was striking someone while mentioning your name. Do you think the general would just stand by and watch that?”

“Ahaha!”

I burst into laughter.

No wonder I hadn’t received any letters from him for days. 

That’s why Alpheus only sent a gift. 

His hand must have been smashed.

But it wasn’t a matter I could simply laugh off. 

Alpheus was royalty, and Riorem didn’t even have a backing noble family.

With some concern, I asked,

“So? Is that why the crown prince summoned Riorem to the palace?”

Teumesia gave me a strange look in response.

“Are you worried right now?”

I couldn’t understand what she meant, so I asked again.

“Is that such a surprise? If Riorem took care of something the Crown Prince was supposed to handle, it’s natural to be worried, isn’t it?”

Teumesia’s lips moved slightly.

“Just out of curiosity… what if I had gotten into a fight with Prince Alpheios and been summoned by the king? What then?”

“I’d have to find a way to cover it up, at the very least, out of respect for your effort. After all, you did it for Riorem.”

“And worry? Would you have been worried?”

“Hm?”

“I’m asking if you would have worried about me.”

I couldn’t figure out what Teumesia was trying to say.

I glanced at her, wondering if she was hurt or disappointed, but there was no sign of that on her face. 

She simply looked at me with a complicated expression.

Then she spoke again.

“What is the general to you?”

It was an even more incomprehensible question.

“He’s my master, of course.”

“What kind of slave toys with their master like that?”

Teumesia’s face twisted with frustration.

I tilted my chin.

“Even so, it’s not something for you to be upset about. Especially not now, while we’re talking about Riorem and Alpheios.”

“No. I think this is exactly the right time to bring it up.”

Teumesia replied firmly.

“I always found it strange. You seem like someone with no shred of humanity—like you could slap someone on the back of the head without blinking. But you always think about the general.”

Her words gave me a strange sense of déjà vu.

‘Alpheios said something similar once…’

He had asked why I treated Riorem differently, hadn’t he?

Resting my chin in my hand, I asked Teumesia,

“So you’re saying I treat Riorem differently from everyone else?”

“Yes. It’s honestly shocking that you haven’t realized it.”

Teumesia let out a sigh as she said that.

“It’s true that Prince Alpheios and the general had a confrontation, but he didn’t physically touch him. So it’s not going to get that complicated. He just… said some incredibly nasty things and made some threats.”

“So a punitive order will be issued, and that’ll be the end of it.”

“Yes.”

As if she had said everything she needed to, Teumesia stood up. 

Then she turned to me.

“That conversation we just had—try having it with the general too.”

“Oh my, are you giving me relationship advice now? You?”

“…Yes. I might have just been a bait to lure you in, but… you were the only one who understood my pain. That much hasn’t changed.”

With that, Teumesia left.

Riorem didn’t return even as the afternoon wore on. 

That gave me plenty of time to think over what Teumesia had said.

It’s laughable, really—I never realized until now that I had been treating Riorem specially.

Because of that, I’d made countless irrational decisions, and yet I never thought anything of it.

Riorem was the same.

He also acted unreasonably whenever it came to me.

Having a comparison made it all the more clear. 

Just as Teumesia said, I’d really been acting… unlike myself.

And it hadn’t even started recently.

It began a long time ago—ever since Riorem became my foot-washing slave, I’d been… strange.

With other slaves, even the slightest annoyance would be enough for me to dispose of them. 

But Riorem—I kept him close until he reached adulthood.

Even when I found out he had used my towel to pleasure himself, I didn’t punish him.

When he refused my command to come to bed, I didn’t get angry.


Even when I found out he’d left my palace and gone to another country—rather than order him hunted down and killed, I dug around for news through my fiancés.

Looking back, it’s all completely absurd.

While I was lost in those thoughts—

Riorem returned.
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“…What is it? Why are you like that?”

Riorem looked back and forth between the now-cold tea and me. 

It seemed I had been lost in thought for far too long.

“I was just thinking.”

“Again, about what now?”

Riorem, as if by habit, began tidying up the table. 

I quietly watched him and then parted my lips to speak.

“I realized earlier that you’re the only one I make exceptions for.”

At those words, Riorem’s hand, which had been reaching for the teacup, stopped mid-air.

“…What strange thing are you saying now?”

“I’m not so sure myself, so why don’t you listen and judge for yourself?”

I ignored his prickly tone and continued speaking.

“Have I ever let a man who embraced me out of his own selfish desire do as he pleased?”

“I don’t know exactly, but I do know you’re not the kind of person who would accept or understand something like that.”

“Do you think I’ve ever wanted to accept not only a man’s sexual desire, but his obsession to possess every part of me? Or even had a similar thought?”

Riorem’s face stiffened as he swallowed hard and replied.

“…No.”

“What about someone I comforted when he was anxious, or soothed when he was angry, just to match his temper? Does that sound like anyone I’ve ever dealt with?”

Riorem gave no answer. 

I stroked my chin thoughtfully.

As I retraced my own behavior toward Riorem, I began to realize—I had granted him a kind of ‘exception’ I had never given to anyone else. 

And it had come so naturally.

Even while realizing this, I continued voicing my thoughts.

“Was I ever the kind of person who would tolerate a man trying to tame me with insults? No, I don’t think I would’ve even allowed a man who came to make me his slave in the first place.”

“Especially not if that man had destroyed my country just to make me his possession. I doubt I’d have felt anything pleasant toward him.”

“What do you think, Riorem? You’ve known me for a long time—you should know me well.”

Riorem answered in a trembling voice. 

His complexion had turned pale, as if he’d been doused in ice water.

“I… I don’t know.”

I looked at him in silence.

Even in this moment, with his expression frozen and unresponsive, Riorem’s face was beautiful. 

The way his blue eyes shone beneath his jet-black hair, the elegant line of his nose—it was all breathtaking.

And maybe that was why I tolerated him—because he was so beautiful.

Without realizing, I let out a laugh.

“I always thought I was so clever.”

Among all the slaves I had, Riorem was undoubtedly the most beautiful. 

Even Alpheios, who despised him, would have to admit that much.

But none of the things Riorem had done to me could be forgiven just because of his looks. 

Not by someone like me, who was impatient and unreasonable.

And once I saw that it wasn’t natural to tolerate such things, the answer finally became clear.

“I must have fallen in love with you at first sight.”

It was something I had believed could never happen to me—yet it had.

A smile slowly crept to my lips. 

It wasn’t the kind of smile I had to force or think about—it came naturally.

“I’ve been in love with you ever since, for my entire life.”

“Haha, now that I say it out loud, it all makes sense. I really had no idea.”

Laughter kept spilling from my mouth.

I never realized it.

From childhood to now, treating Riorem specially had felt so natural.

To think I didn’t even realize it was an exception in the first place.

How unbelievably foolish.

“No wonder the Crown Prince was so afraid I might run away. Of course he would doubt me—because if I didn’t love you, choosing to live chained to this place would make no sense. Haha. God, I was so stupid.”

I laughed for quite a while.

Even then, Riorem didn’t say a word. 

He just looked at me with those pale, blue eyes.

I wiped away the tears that had gathered at the corners of my eyes and turned to face him.

“Don’t you have anything to say, Riorem? Isn’t it funny that the reason for all your suffering was just my love?”

‘I think you’re mistaken.’

‘Huh?’

Riorem answered my question firmly.

‘It doesn’t make sense in the first place. You can’t even feel human emotions, can you? How can you “love” someone else?’

Riorem’s body trembled as he said this.

‘And even if you could feel such things… you wouldn’t feel them for someone as lowly and worthless as me, would you?’

Riorem exhaled sharply, stiffened his face, and climbed onto the bed.

‘Are you trying to lure me in? Using these words to manipulate me and play with me again?’

I blinked my eyes in interest. 

I wanted to hear more of the strange logic that Riorem was spouting,

but the words did not continue.

Instead, a dangerous tremor was transmitted through his overlapping lips.

‘Ah.’

I let out a small exclamation.

It was a very familiar form of trembling. 

It was the first time I had felt it from Riorem, but it was the same reaction I had seen from all the other slaves when they were in front of me.

It was fear.

It was fear.

I watched what Riorem was doing.

Terrified, he knocked me down and buried his lips between my legs instinctively.

It was similar to the day I was first locked in this bedroom. 

Desperate, relentless, raw movements.

“Huh.

I spread my thighs and felt Riorem’s tongue. 

Lately, he had been focused on inserting his penis and intertwining his body with mine, so it had been a long time since I had been eaten like this.

Riorem’s mouth was abnormally hot. 

It was as if something was boiling inside him, and everywhere his tongue touched felt like it was burning.

On the other hand, the hands pressing down on my legs were cold and icy. 

They were soaked in cold sweat and trembling so much that even the slightest movement would cause them to slip away helplessly.

I looked up at the ceiling as my vagina was sucked.

Despite my body responding to pleasure, the situation was clearly unpleasant. 

To have my feelings denied the moment I confessed my love…

But I wasn’t particularly angry. 

I didn’t hate Riorem.

It just… made me happy that he was so moved.

‘Is this what love feels like?’

As I thought that, the moisture became even more abundant.

Slurp.

Riorem licked up the flowing love juice and scraped the inside with his tongue.

Every time he pushed his tongue deep inside, his sharp nose pressed down on my clitoris.

Sweet pleasure blossomed there.

‘Ah, ah, uuuh…’

Something surged from the walls he was rubbing, and in an instant, it swept through my entire body.

Before the climax that had begun deep inside me had even ended, Riorem’s nose began to rub my clitoris relentlessly.

‘Ah, ah, no, ah…’

As I reached the peak of my sensitivity, pleasure poured relentlessly into my body.

I tried to twist my waist to escape, but Riorem held my thighs tightly and licked the inside even more relentlessly.

In the end, I was swept away by another wave of pleasure before the first one had even subsided. 

My mind, already blank,

felt like it was melting into a puddle.

Even after I reached the peak, Riorem showed no signs of satisfaction.

No, from the start, he only gave me pleasure. 

He didn’t satisfy himself at all. 

He didn’t even touch his own penis, let alone rub himself on the blanket.

He just poured out sharp sensations as if trying to tear my sanity apart.

My body trembled uncontrollably from the successive climaxes. 

Every muscle and nerve in my body twitched wildly, as if they had malfunctioned.

Before the afterglow could fade, another wave of intense pleasure crashed over me. 

The sensation felt like my peripheral nerves were being scraped away,

and I screamed and fainted.

…But even fainting couldn’t free me from this relentless stimulation.

Even when I briefly lost consciousness, Riorem pulled me back and added to my excitement.

Thinking that I would surely be destroyed if this continued, I trembled at my toes.

When I couldn’t take it anymore and started crying, Riorem pulled away.

‘Ha…’

I looked down at Riorem with my blurred vision.

His face was as messed up as mine.

His sharp, ascetic face was covered in filthy moisture, damp and wet.

Even as my mind grew hazy, I first thought he was beautiful. 


It was a habit-like thought.

Then Riorem spoke.

‘How about having your pussy licked by the lips of a lowly man?’

‘How about sucking my pussy with your lowly lips?’
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I couldn’t help but let out a hollow laugh.

It was something he would have said a long time ago—back when he consciously focused only on humiliating and training me.

I slowly moved my lips. 

A hoarse voice, rough from strain, barely escaped.

“You’re not asking me to suck… but you say you’ll do it. What are you supposed to feel, Riorem?”

“As I said before… if you want to make me uncomfortable and truly tame me as your slave… then just give me an order. Tell me to suck.”

“…Does it make sense to put this lowly thing in your lips?”

“You say strange things, Riorem.”

I reached out and smoothed his hair. 

His black hair, damp with saliva and affection, fell disheveled here and there.

“I am your slave… but you’re the one who buried your mouth in a lowly woman’s legs.”

Riorem swallowed deeply.

“No, milady, you are not lowly.”

His large, rough hand trembled. 

I couldn’t help but smile.

Making irrational and unreasonable choices one after another and not realizing how strange it was—his attitude was just like mine.

“Have I always been an exception in your life, Riorem?”

“If that’s so, then you love me too.”

“No.”

Riorem said firmly.

“Absolutely not. There’s no way.”

I tilted my head as I looked at him.

“Then why did you stubbornly endure here? Why did you go so far to gather power and wealth?”

“Why did you come to take me in the first place? Was there a justifiable reason to come all the way here even if it meant destroying my country?”

“It was just that I wanted to pull you out. To bring you down to where I am, to this bottom.”

“So why? There must have been a reason you thought that way.”

At my words, Riorem parted his lips.

He was silent for a long time before finally speaking. 

His face twisted as if forcing himself to speak about something he never wanted to say.

“The price placed on you, milady… was too high. No, at the start… I didn’t even deserve to pay a price.”

“Ah. Because you’re a slave-born with no family or lineage?”

“Yes.”

I laughed quietly with satisfaction.

“So, you wanted to keep me by your side, but since you couldn’t even cross the threshold of marriage, you made me your slave?”

I laughed out loud for a long time, finding it ridiculous.

It was an absurd story—almost to the point of feeling futile. 

But since I wasn’t angry, it seemed I really did love him.

Anyway, what I had to say was clear. 

The duty of one who was once his master.

And as the older of the two.

“You loved me absurdly, Riorem.”

To have gone through all this just to have the right to be by my side. 

To sacrifice his life and my country.

What an unfathomable love.

I continued to gaze at the man who looked up at me from below my feet.

I reached out my hand to him.

“Stop it and hold me, won’t you? I’m tired from feeling too much.”

“It’s the request of a woman who loves you.”

At those words, Riorem slowly stood.

Soon, he pulled me into his large arms. 

I buried my face in his hot, solid chest and felt the lingering aftereffects pass.

I heard the rough pounding of Riorem’s heart against my cheek. 

The louder it beat, the more his trembling gradually eased.

When he finally regained calm, I asked him again.

“Do you love me, Riorem?”

Riorem didn’t answer immediately. 

He was silent for a long time, as if organizing something in his mind.

Then, finally, he pushed out the words shaped on the tip of his tongue through his lips.

Very low and quiet, almost like a whisper.

“Yes.”

Riorem’s answer held no hesitation at all.

“Perhaps it is so.”

Since that day, nothing much changed between us.

Maybe it was natural—after all, we had only just learned the name of the feeling, but we had always acted based on love.

The only difference was that Teumesha strangely looked relieved. 

She even became somewhat kinder to me, though still somewhat blunt.

However, the life of Chernea Antoinetta del Péroa itself was being swept into a whirlpool.

It seemed many who wished to rebuild the duchy around me were rampaging about, as the crown prince personally contacted me.

His advice was to stay alert and not let new people in.

Fortunately, the mansion was always troubled by unwelcome guests, so the security was very tight.

If only those unwelcome guests hadn’t become an increasingly bigger problem.

Today, like usual, the butler came to me around the same time.

“Prince Alpheios has come to visit.”

As always, he arrived right after Riorem left the castle. I responded to the butler,

“I should get ready. Please call the maids. Tell Alpheios that I’m just waking up and will be late getting ready.”

“Yes, understood.”

The butler bowed and left.

As soon as he was gone, the maids entered the room. 

They were the same girls who had been anxiously pacing the door since it was almost time for Alpheios to arrive.

“Just dress me up about the same as usual. Just don’t repeat yesterday’s style.”

As soon as I finished speaking, the maids moved efficiently.

Even though I knew Alpheios would come that day, and even when I knew when he would come, I deliberately did not prepare early. 

It was only to buy time.

‘I don’t want to see him too early anyway.’

Of course, the servants around were anxious while that brute occupied the reception room, but my peace of mind was more important than theirs.

So, after dressing slowly enough not to be rude, I went down to the reception room where Alpheios was waiting.

Alpheios’s usual bodyguard glared at me, but I ignored him and entered the room.

As soon as the door opened, Alpheios smiled broadly.

“You’re beautiful again today, Cherni. You make it so I can’t complain even though you kept me waiting more than 30 minutes.”

He said this with pressure in his voice.

I laughed off his words. 

After all, if anyone could be criticized in this situation, it was him.

“There’s no helping it, understand? The castle gets busiest when the lord is away, and your visits always come right after the Lord of Dynamis has left.”

Besides, Alpheios always came without warning.

Though he always showed up in the same situation, so it was almost like a warning.

Alpheios laughed off my meaningless reproach. 

He stood and handed me a tedious bouquet and gift.

“I had to come quickly to bring you the freshest flowers. Please forgive me, you who are more beautiful than the flowers.”

I accepted them, consciously lifting the corner of my mouth.

“Did you come to propose again today, Alpheios?”

“Of course.”

With an elegant gesture, Alpheios knelt before me. 

His manners were truly textbook-perfect, at least on the surface.

“I want you to be my rain, Cherni. Will you accept my proposal?”

I gave a half-hearted laugh.

But these days were somewhat bearable because I had someone in mind at this moment.

‘A man who, though he could pay the enormous price set for marriage with the Péroa princess, had no right to do so and thus abolished the princess’s position itself.’

‘And who said it wasn’t even for marriage but just because he wanted to be with me.’

Thinking of the adorable Riorem made Alpheios’s boring act somewhat tolerable.

“The right over me belongs to Riorem Velik, Lord of Dynamis. Go and get my master’s permission first, Alpheios.”

I refused Alpheios’s proposal with words much like usual.

Honestly, it was a repeated, scripted line by now.

But today, the usual reply didn’t come back.

Words like “I don’t want the man, but your heart’s permission, Cherni,” or “You’re making me restless,” those silly lines didn’t come.

Instead, what I saw was Alpheios glaring at me as if ready to kill, his shoulders shaking.

“…You.”


“You?”

I tilted my head at the sudden casualness of his address. 

His boiling voice stabbed at me.

“You, are you thinking of another man in front of me right now?”.
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I found myself unintentionally admiring.

“How did he know?”

Perhaps, with his beast-like brain, he had somehow developed a new sense.

Fortunately, the angry Alpheios was a man without weight. Losing his composure, he immediately blurted out:

“You— you never once smiled at me.”

I recalled all the conversations I had with Alpheios so far.

After all, Alpheios was a prince of a country, and I always kept a smiling face out of courtesy. 

Yet, he said I never smiled at him.

“Of course, I never genuinely smiled… but was he really the type to distinguish that?”

As if he knew what I was thinking, Alpheios swelled with anger.

“Just because I treated you a little, you still think you’re a noble lady? You’re a filthy thing caught as spoils of war, a slave to yourself!”

“What?”

I involuntarily questioned his sudden crude insult.

But Alpheios, having lost reason, grew even more ugly, spewing childish verbal abuse.

“You call yourself a captive, but you’re a lowly slave! When someone signals, you have to crawl underneath and spread your legs. And yet I gave you a chance to be a noblewoman… how dare you insult me like this?”

“Hmm.”

I rolled my eyes helplessly. 

The wild man rampaged like a runaway colt.

“You insolent woman, ungrateful… I was a bit kind to you because I felt sorry for not recognizing you at first sight.”

“How long are you going to keep this up, Alpheios?”

“Don’t you dare call me that! I was just lenient, originally you’re a filthy slave who can’t even meet my gaze.”

At this point, for my own sake, I wanted to stop listening to his low-level nonsense.

Whether fortunate or not, my wish was fulfilled in an entirely unexpected way.

Bang, bang, bang, bang.

Suddenly, a loud noise came from outside the parlor. 

It was the sound of drums used as an alarm for urgent matters.

Ignoring Alpheios’s annoying voice, I listened carefully beyond the door.

Then, a loud, clear voice rang through the walls.

“His Royal Highness Crown Prince Leodinas is scheduled to visit. Everyone, prepare yourselves!”

It seemed to be the crown prince’s attendant speaking, with a very loud and clear voice that was impossible to ignore.

Alpheios’s face twisted in frustration.

“Of all times…”

He hurriedly gathered the boxes he had scattered on the table. 

Judging by this, it seemed he was giving up on ‘proposing’ to me and trying to retrieve the wasted gifts.

I watched Alpheios disappear like a fugitive and slowly stepped out into the hallway.

No matter how sudden, the crown prince had officially announced his identity upon entering, so it was necessary to greet him properly.

‘Still, I’m a slave. Isn’t it proper etiquette to avoid drawing the attention of such a noble person?’

Though I thought this, I didn’t stop walking. 

He likely had some business with me.

I went to the hall without much emotion. 

Already, all the servants and retainers were lined up in front of the entrance.

Soon, I heard the sound of a carriage stopping beyond the wide-open door. 

The door opened and everyone bowed their heads.

“His Royal Highness Leodinas Tou Arete, Crown Prince, has arrived. Please show proper respect.”

The attendant said solemnly, even though everyone was already bowing.

Soon, heavy footsteps entered the mansion. 

The crown prince, who had arrived at Dynamis Castle, glanced around and cleared his throat.

Then, in a voice almost nothing like Alpheios’s, he spoke.

“Chernea Antonietta del Peroa.”

I slowly lifted my head and met the gaze of the man looking at me. 

A man with the same blond hair and red eyes as Alpheios.

Though not fully dressed in formal attire, the crown prince had at least put on proper clothes and opened his mouth.

“I have come to see you.”

The first to respond to the crown prince’s words was the steward. 

Bowing respectfully, he spoke politely:

“It is an honor to meet His Royal Highness the Crown Prince. May I escort you to the parlor?”

“Yes, it would be better to sit and talk properly. Show him the way.”

“I am sorry, but our largest parlor is still being prepared. Therefore, I would like to invite you to the second-best room. Please forgive our shortcomings.”

“Second-best? Ah.”

The crown prince scoffed.

“That scoundrel Alpheios has already been here. Very well, lead me anywhere.”

“Thank you.”

The steward bowed politely and led the crown prince to the parlor. 

Surrounded by the crown prince’s attendants, I followed them, pondering.

‘What could be the cause?’

What kind of problem would bring the crown prince to this shabby mansion with no throne?

I doubted it would be good news for me.

My suspicion became reality the moment tea was placed on the parlor table. 

After the maids left and I was alone with the crown prince, he got to the point.

“This is the first proper time we meet, but there’s no time for formal greetings. What would you prefer I call you? Lady Peroa? Or Lady Velique?”

Neither title had anything to do with my current situation. 

Still, I preferred the title of Lady Peroa.

“Please call me by the name that fits the reason for your visit.”

“…Then I must call you Princess.”

With those words, I understood why the crown prince had come to see me.

“The empire has elevated my status to princess, it seems.”

“Aren’t you surprised?”

“I thought such a thing might happen someday.”

Though I never really expected it. 

It seemed the empire’s ambition for territorial expansion was greater than I had imagined.

I slowly lifted the teacup.

‘This is tiring.’

Even in my situation as a slave after the fall of my country, my bloodline—related to royalty and nobility of many nations—held value. 

Not necessarily because I bore remarkable offspring, but because I could be used for various political justifications.

But now that I was a princess, my value had increased further. 

The rank difference between a duchy’s lady and a kingdom’s princess was not just a matter of status but also affected the titles one could receive according to etiquette.

‘This must be a declaration that Peroa is a vassal state of the empire.’

Princess of Peroa.

Now that this was the case, it was clear that more factions would want to seize me—even if they had to attack the Kingdom of Arete.

‘Moreover…’

I reflexively thought of Riorem.

Princess.

The status that Riorem had painstakingly restored had instead become even more distant.

I didn’t care about what was happening to me. 

It was a problem I was meant to face by birthright.

But… thinking that Riorem would fall into greater despair and inferiority because of a status I didn’t even want made me irritated.

The crown prince quietly observed my expression.

“So it’s true that you have no intention of leaving General Riorem’s side.”

“Is it that obvious that I hate it?”

I asked in genuine surprise.

Alpheios had quickly caught on whenever I thought about Riorem—was I that bad at hiding my feelings?

After all, I had practiced wearing a mask my whole life.

The crown prince, however, looked displeased by my answer.

“…You have a look that could kill someone.”

“Ah.”

I snorted softly. 

Rather than losing the ability to hide my emotions, it seemed I simply couldn’t hide them when it came to Riorem.

“That’s a relief.”

“…Relief?”

“Because it means your master has become your only weakness.”

For some reason, I felt a sense of pride. 

The crown prince’s expression became complicated.

But I had no intention of caring about his feelings.

“Then please tell me your purpose. Surely you did not come all this way just to say something in secret.”

“That’s true, but…”

“Speak. If there is anything I can do, I will.”

After taking a deep breath, the crown prince spoke calmly.

“I want you to issue a statement in your name.”

Surprised by the unexpected request, I tilted my head. 

The crown prince continued, looking at me with serious eyes.

“A statement renouncing your claim to the Peroa throne as a princess, abandoning your status, and declaring that you will live at Dynamis Castle under the Kingdom of Arete.”

“Does that have any meaning?”

“Well… if a princess eloped for love, wouldn’t any logical attack against her lose meaning?”


Oh. I parted my lips. 

The crown prince wore a troubled expression.

“So…”

“You want me to officially announce that I left my country, parents, and siblings to be with my first love, General Riorem, here in the Kingdom of Arete.”



 
  Chapter 61






The middle-aged crown prince slightly lowered his head.

“…I’m ashamed, but yes.”

“Not exactly difficult, is it?”

I spoke calmly. 

The price I had to pay was nothing more than being criticized as a woman who abandoned her homeland and family for love—a relatively safe course of action.

Having lived my whole life as a tool, being called foolish at this point didn’t bother me.

Besides, playing the villainess was something I was used to.

I wasn’t sure how effective the statement would be, but at the very least, it would serve as a weapon for the Kingdom of Arete to smother any disputes over the control of Peroa.

Still… there was something that personally bothered me. I cupped one cheek with my hand.

“I’m worried about what kind of fuss Alpheios will throw.”

At my words, the crown prince let out a deep sigh.

“Is that your thought as well?”

“Yes. In fact, he just stormed out, shouting, ‘Do you still think you’re a princess just because we treated you well even though you’re a slave?’”

“…He really said that?”

The prince looked appalled at the crude remark. I gave him a soft smile.

“If the prince hadn’t run away upon hearing Your Highness was coming, I might’ve heard something even more ridiculous. He was in quite the childish mood.”

The crown prince furrowed his brow in discomfort. 

It seemed he hadn’t expected Alpheios to be that immature.

“Sigh… As a member of the royal family of Arete, I apologize on his behalf.”

“Sometimes, family is worse than strangers.”

“Ahem. Actually, there was something else I wanted to say—”

Just then, an enormous crash sounded from beyond the wall.

BOOOOM!

Sounded like someone had kicked open the main gate?

Right after came the loud rattling of the iron door connected to the stables, and then the drawing room door burst open.

“What in the world is this scene?”

I turned my head while lifting my teacup.

Breathing heavily as if he had run all the way without stopping, Riorem glared at the crown prince.

“What are you doing here, Your Highness?”

There was a sharp edge of hostility in Riorem’s voice. 

The prince’s guards rushed in after him and tried to restrain him, but his solid body didn’t budge.

At that obvious reaction, the crown prince simply shrugged.

“I was merely meeting with Princess Peroa officially as a representative of the Arete royal family. We were discussing the Empire’s one-sided statement. Don’t misunderstand.”

“And that kind of discussion had to be done alone? Secretly, in a room like this?”

As Riorem continued his fierce barrage, the crown prince silently mouthed a question to me:

Is he always like this?

I nodded lightly. 

His brow furrowed deeper.

Thanks to Riorem’s temper, the crown prince barely managed a quick farewell before climbing into his carriage.

Blasphemously, Riorem even refused to let me escort him out, so I returned alone to my bedroom.

A statement, huh…?

As I was contemplating how to write the statement the crown prince wanted, Riorem stormed into the bedroom.

He approached the sofa where I sat, placed his hand on the backrest, and bent down to kiss me.

Without warning, his tongue forced its way in. His dry tongue rudely swept through my mouth, sucking up all the saliva.

The rough texture scraped against my taste buds and slid around.

Only after thoroughly tasting everything in my mouth did Riorem finally pull back.

“What did that man say to you?”

Somehow, I already knew what he was about to ask.

“What were you talking about that made you two look so comfortable together?”

I couldn’t help but laugh.

Until now, I never understood why Riorem would say strange things out of nowhere.

But now, it was clearly jealousy—something I could finally understand.

The pleasant feeling was just a bonus.

At my reaction, Riorem frowned.

“Are you mocking me right now?”

“Of course not. I was just thinking how adorable you are.”

“…A-Adorable? What is that supposed to mean…”

“You’re so full of jealousy—it’s quite amusing.”

Riorem flushed red instantly and clamped his mouth shut. I reached out and caressed his cheek.

The bloodthirsty gleam in his blue eyes noticeably calmed.

I kissed him first. 

His lips, frozen in surprise, obediently parted.

But instead of continuing into a deep kiss, I shared with him the conversation I’d had with the crown prince.

“The Empire is now calling me ‘princess’.”

“…That’s true.”

“My fallen status has somehow risen even higher.”

Riorem flinched visibly at my words.

I gently stroked his tense arm and leaned my head on his shoulder.

“The Crown Prince asked me to release a statement under my name.”

“What does that mean?”

“He wants me to announce to the world that I eloped with you. If I’m a woman who abandoned her country after falling for a slave, then no one will try to take me, even if I’m a princess.”

“Well… it’s not entirely false.”

At my words, Riorem’s shoulders stiffened even more.

After a while, he finally spoke.

“But… if the Empire ignores the statement, wouldn’t it be meaningless? I doubt they’d even believe it.”

Was it because it involved me?

Though still unfamiliar with reading political tides, he keenly grasped the situation and pointed out the flaws. 

It was unexpectedly refreshing.

‘Is this what they call being blinded by love?’ I thought to myself.

“In the end, it’s all about building narratives. The Empire uses me as an excuse to keep Arete Kingdom in check. Arete uses this so-called love affair to push back against the Empire’s interference.”

“If we were to disappear from here, none of that would matter anymore.”

“…Disappear? What do you mean?”

A low voice whispered into my ear.

“Exactly that. If you left behind your mansion, Dinamis Castle, your other lands and titles—everything—and vanished with me… then all their excuses would become nonsense.”

I whispered sweetly.

“That would be a true elopement.”

Even after hearing my explanation, Riorem didn’t respond. I turned my head to look at him. 

But since he wouldn’t meet my eyes, I could only see his profile.

I asked him,

“It would be the easiest way out. But… could you really do it?
To abandon everything you’ve achieved as ‘Riorem Vellic,’ and return to being just ‘Riorem,’ an ordinary man.”

Riorem couldn’t answer. I stroked his arm again.

“Think carefully. Don’t give up anything. You’ve spent your whole life earning those things.”

Even after all that grueling effort, none of his achievements helped him reach his goal of marrying Lady Peroa.

If he threw them away, then Riorem’s ten years of toil would truly amount to nothing.

That’s why I didn’t want him to elope with me for real.

But then Riorem asked me,

“Haven’t you given up everything?”

His voice was low.

“Your title, your wealth, your country. Didn’t you give it all up to come to me?”

“Well… those were all things I was born with anyway. Things easily gained are just as easily given up.”

Even with my answer, Riorem still seemed unconvinced.

As we lingered in silence, someone knocked on the bedroom door.

It was the butler.

“General, the carriage has arrived. Where should we place the item you brought?”

“Bring it in here.”

“Understood.”

Soon after, a servant came in, dragging a large box.

As I stared at it, Riorem cleared his throat slightly.

“Would you like to open it?”

“Is it for me?”

Riorem nodded.

I unlatched the gilded clasp and opened the box.

Even the wrapping that covered the item was luxurious—fit to be a royal tribute.

But what was inside was even more impressive.

“Oh.”

I let out a soft exclamation.

Inside was a white fur.

Its mystical grey tint made it unlike any white-furred animal I knew.

And it wasn’t just one item.

Inside the box was a large blanket, and a fur coat made of the same material.

The pieces were so intricately stitched together that it was hard to tell, but it looked like the pelts of several animals had been used.

At that moment, something came to mind.

The gift the Crown Prince had given at the hunting ground—and Riorem’s reaction to it.


‘He asked if I’d ever seen a wolf before.’

It was clear now.

This was…

“A white wolf?”
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Riorem lightly nodded. 

Lost in a strange sentiment, I took out the largest fur blanket.

The fur was shiny and glossy, without a single damp spot — it looked like an item that had been carefully dried and meticulously trimmed for a very long time.

“Did you catch a wolf at the hunting ground back then?”

“Yes. Didn’t you painstakingly embroider the wolf on it?”

That may be so, but it was simply an animal that came to mind when seeing Riorem. 

I never specifically ordered him to catch the rare wolf.

More than anything… at that time, I didn’t even have the leisure to care about prey.

I wrapped the fur blanket around myself. 

Though the weather was too warm for such a thick, plush blanket, its soft texture made me feel simply cozy.

I smiled brightly at Riorem.

“It’s a wonderful gift. I like it. Thank you, Riorem.”

At that moment, Riorem grabbed my waist and pulled me close.

In an instant, my balance faltered. 

I collapsed to the floor cradled in Riorem’s arms.

Holding me with one arm, Riorem spread the fur blanket on the floor and gently laid me on the soft fur.

He propped himself on his elbow, trapping me in the shadows. Like trapped prey losing all escape routes,

I was confined between Riorem’s arms and the soft fur.

Riorem quietly looked down at me in that state.

His red hair spilled messily over the white wolf fur, and after staring for a long moment, he slowly lowered his face.

His hot lips touched the back of my neck.

Haah.

Riorem’s breath tickled my neck.

“This was made by the craftsman the crown prince recommended.”

While his lips nibbled my neck, Riorem whispered. 

His posture was like a beast biting flesh, but his voice was calm and rational.

The strange contrast sent shivers down my spine.

“It’s made with great care, only one is produced per year… only royalty can possess such an item.”

Lick, lick.

His rough tongue grazed my neck as if tasting the skin.

My body reflexively shrank. 

Although it wasn’t a particularly sensitive spot, my head bent and my brow furrowed as if it were my greatest weakness.

“In other words, someone like me should never even get to see such a thing.”

“Ugh…”

The tense atmosphere slowly shifted into pleasure.

Riorem persistently lingered on the same spot. 

It was the location of the carotid artery, where if a wolf bit too hard, it could cut off my breath.

Then Riorem pressed his hot lips against that spot. 

His voice, calm and serene beyond all reason for the situation, continued without pause.

“I can now order such things. I can buy everything that would suit you.”

After saying that, Riorem suddenly bit my neck and wildly licked and sucked.

I trembled all over. 

Riorem’s breath, lips, tongue, and teeth rendered me helpless.

“So… I can’t leave these behind.”

Yet ironically, the words Riorem whispered like breath felt utterly helpless themselves.

A naked body soaked in sweat collapsed onto the fur softer than feathers.

Chernea’s body was already exhausted from the afternoon’s lovemaking, but Riorem did not stop.

He just… didn’t want to stop.

Maybe because the woman who is the center of his world was so strong and solid. 

Riorem himself was fragile and unstable to the extreme.

He felt uncomfortable whenever something unfamiliar appeared beyond what he was used to, and even sudden happiness made him uneasy.

The worst part was that he couldn’t endure moments of emotional turmoil alone.

“Huut, ah, aah, ngh!”

Chernea’s body trembled weakly.

Her legs, spread by Riorem’s weight, now lay limp on the fur.

Every time he noticed this, a greater heat surged inside him. 

It was a sadistic, even cruel kind of affection.

Riorem himself didn’t consider himself a particularly strong person. 

In contrast, Chernea always stood tall.

In any position, under any circumstance.

That fact always made him feel small and miserable. 

The degree varied — sometimes less miserable, sometimes more.

And now was a moment of utter misery.

‘An escape of love.’

Thinking of the expression used by Chernea, she pressed her waist deeply. 

A moan like a bird’s chirp

rose thinly.

Come to think of it, Chernea really did give up everything and chose herself.

She didn’t even look for the slightest remnant of power that might have remained. 

She just chose to wait for him in the bedroom.

On the other hand, Riorem couldn’t do that.

As Chernea said, disappearing with her might be the easiest way to escape all the troublesome problems.

He wouldn’t have to comply with the king and crown prince’s demands, nor would he have to face Alfeios. 

He could avoid friction with the empire, which was eyeing the territory under the pretext of Chernea, and even those who sought to reestablish the duchy with her as the centre.

But… then Riorem would have nothing left to boast about.

He was already insignificant compared to Chernea . 

But now, at least he has his domain,

his power, and even money.

The slave presented her with an expensive fur coat that she could never have touched before, and she smiled at him.

He even enjoys the luxury of spreading it on the floor and indulging in carnal pleasures.

Moreover… I don’t know. 

Even when she had nothing, would Chernea love her?

From the start, she couldn’t be sure if the interest this woman had in her was love. 

Could such an opportunity even come to her?

She shook her hips violently, as anxious as her mind. 

Using her buttocks, abdominal muscles, and back muscles, she pulled her penis all the way out and thrust it into the entrance of her womb.

Another spasm began. 

The forced climax in Chernea’s body started from the deepest part where his penis was embedded.

The woman’s face beneath him twisted beautifully.

Riorem imprinted that face deeply into his eyes. 

He wanted to confirm that Chernea was being disrupted by him.

Of course, he knew that such a confirmation was meaningless. 

No matter how hard he pushed, Chernea would never lose her composure.

Of course, he knew very well that there was no point in confirming it this way. 

No matter how hard he pushed,

Chernea would never lose her centre.

Riorem pressed down on Chernea as if swallowing her whole. 

Her body, which had already reached climax twice in a row,

could not resist his weight and was simply crushed.

Then her pretty lips parted. Puck, puck. 

They twitched as if trying to say something.

Riorem immediately covered her lips.

He grabbed her red hair and the back of her head and pressed his lips heavily against hers.

Chernea sobbed.

The kiss itself was not difficult. 

Riorem’s tongue simply licked every corner of her mouth

and didn’t hurt.

But the hand holding the back of her head was the problem. 

Like the weight that had taken over Chernea’s body, his thick hand didn’t give her lips a chance to escape.

He fiercely kissed her and wouldn’t let go.

At the same time, he stirred up the huge, ever-present.

‘Huff, ugh… ugh.’

Chernea sobbed incessantly. 

Riorem swallowed all those sounds into his mouth.

While trying to find stability by disrupting her, Riorem had an irresistible weakness.

Ironically, it was Chernea herself.

This relentless confirmation and the unceasing intimacy could be stopped if Chernea commanded it.

If this woman who had ruined my life desired it.

Even as semen dripped like regret, I might have been able to retreat.

So Riorem showered kisses every time Chernea moved her lips.

Even if Chernea ordered it, I did not want to retreat.

Even if Chernea ordered him to, he didn’t want to back down. 

He just… wanted to repeat this meaningless

action endlessly.

He couldn’t think of anything else. 

He didn’t even know what else he wanted to do.

Feeling the sticky flesh pulling him in strongly, Riorem held Chernea’s body

tightly.

He swallowed all the sounds echoing in his mouth and thrust his hips violently.

He swallowed every sound echoing in his mouth and violently thrust his hips.

Even as the woman clenched her insides so tightly, he couldn’t focus on the surging sensation of ejaculation.

Still, he buried his cock deep inside and shook his hips violently.


He ejaculated into the uterus, which was mangled around the glans. 

He lifted his hips to ensure not a single drop would escape, he relentlessly poured his seed into her.

His white belly, filled with hot semen as lustful as his desires, swelled slightly.

Riorem hoped that it would become a shackle for the woman.
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When I barely managed to open my heavy eyelids in the morning, Riorém was there beside me.

Somehow, he seemed a bit subdued.

I silently stared at the man kneeling by the bed.

The man in front of me now was so different from the one who had relentlessly desired me, even up to the moment I lost consciousness.

Is he really the same man who pushed me so hard I couldn’t even ask him to go slow? Even seeing him now, I’m not sure.

Why does it feel like this is only getting worse?

I really don’t know. Isn’t it normal for things to stabilize once feelings are shared? At the very least, it shouldn’t make me feel even more anxious.

Still, I suppose it’s progress of some kind. 

Unlike before, Riorém no longer runs away after forcefully pinning me down.

Instead, he now sits there… looking pitiful in a place that isn’t even a chair.

After watching Riorém for a while, I opened my dry lips.

“Are you like this because you think you did something wrong to me? You look a bit dejected.”

“…Yes.”
Riorém answered obediently.

“What did you do wrong?”

“I’m not blaming you. I’m just genuinely curious about your thought process.”

There was no reply for a while. 

I propped my chin on my knee and asked again.

“You’ve seen how I punish people, haven’t you? What did I do to a servant who didn’t even know what they did wrong?”

“…You whipped them until they explained their reasoning.”

“You remember it well, but you’re not saying anything?”

Still no answer.

Eventually, I changed the question.

“What kind of punishment do you think I should give you?”

“…Please punish me in a way that includes the sin of not expressing my thoughts.”

Only then did I think I understood Riorém’s reasoning.

He didn’t want to say what he had done wrong—so he was asking me to punish even his silence.

Come to think of it… I should write that letter.

Remembering the statement the crown prince had requested, I sat up. It was about time to send it.

I met Riorém’s eyes as I sat up in bed. 

My reflection filled his deep blue gaze.

To the man quietly waiting for his punishment, I gave a simple instruction.

“Bring me a pen, stationery, ink… and a long ribbon.”

Riorém immediately fetched the items I requested.

I sat at the desk and recalled the phrases the crown prince had asked for.

A cliché story about how Riorém and I had shared sincere feelings for a long time, but could not be together due to our difference in status.

That I had left the principality entirely by my own choice, and even if someone tried to bring me back, I had no will to return. 

A blatant declaration of asylum.

And some empty words about how I was satisfied with life in the Kingdom of Arete and had no intention of succeeding the principality or becoming a queen.

It sounded pathetic, but when you thought about it, all of it was necessary.

I wrote it all down on luxurious stationery.

Of course, I described the love story between Riorém and me in the greatest detail, while the rest was just window dressing.

I did that so I would come off as a woman who gave up her country for her first love… 

I didn’t want to go so far as to sweet-talk them about how great the Kingdom of Arete was.

Still, with my elegant handwriting, the statement looked sincere enough.

Though honestly, I doubted either the kingdom that would publish it or the empire that would read it would treat it as important. 

They’d just interpret it however they wanted anyway.

While I was lost in those thoughts, Riorém suddenly flinched.

As if the prick of the sharp pen nib on his palm was stimulation enough for him, his breath came rough and heavy.

Finally, the nib touched the last stroke.

Antoinetta.

I took the pen from Riorém’s hand.

Only then did he take a deep breath. His hands, pale the whole time I was writing, finally regained some color.

I put on a deliberately stern expression.

“You couldn’t even endure a few more letters?”

“And you couldn’t even look me in the face.”

At my words, Riorém clenched his teeth. 

The muscles along his prominent jawline twitched.

Soon his gaze fell on my face.

As expected, as soon as he saw my face covered in his semen, his trousers became tight again.

Through the gap that had opened to its limit, I could see a glimpse of his dark red glans.

I looked down at it and smiled a little mischievously.

‘Oh no, your trousers are going to burst.’

‘Please.’

As soon as he saw my expression, Riolem spat out in a hoarse voice.

‘Please leave me alone.’

It seemed he had already figured out what I was going to do under the pretext of clothes.

Strangely enough, that made me quite happy. 

The fact that Riolem knew me well enough to read my mind

gave me a sweet pleasure.

I smiled broadly at Riolem.

‘But you asked for punishment for your silence, didn’t you?’

‘Then it’s better to receive a heavier punishment.’

Riolem bit her lip.

I slowly undid the buttons of Riolem’s trousers. 

My fingers kept slipping because they were already wet with sticky, thick semen

, my fingers kept slipping.

Perhaps due to shame or the sense of crisis from losing the barrier that would block the semen, the penis pressed beneath the fabric

grew increasingly erect.

When I finally pulled down the trousers and underwear together, a semen-soaked shaft sprang out with a thud..

The bare skin, soaked in sweat and semen, gave off an animalistic odour. Is this what they call the scent of a male?

I thought to myself as I pulled Riolem’s shaft completely out of his trousers.

Even then, the shaft in my hand twitched incessantly. 

The thin, sticky fluid dripping from the slit at the tip of the glans

, dripping down in a disgusting manner.

Perhaps it was a reflex, but my lower body began to itch. 

The semen flowing down gathered on my

lower abdomen, creating a feeling of heat.

However, with such a compliant Riolem in front of me, it seemed a waste to enjoy only penetration.

I wiped my hands, soiled with various bodily fluids, on Riolem’s thigh. 

Through the damp fabric, I could feel the sharp muscles tensing, but I pretended not to notice and picked up the pen again.

All that remained was my signature.

I picked up the glass pen I had placed on the floor. 

As I dipped it in the ink, I wondered how I should write the last letter.

Even during that brief pause, the delicate ribbon tied around Riolem’s wrist was stretched taut.

Judging by the tension, even if I had tied a rope,

it would have broken immediately. 

No, even if a chain had been attached, it would have broken immediately. 

Riorem, who couldn’t even break the soft ribbon because of the order to stay still, was adorable.

So, I decided to write my name in thick letters that would remain in a bound book.

What my country, which had been destroyed by Riorem’s hand, had left behind. 

Every time the letters were slowly engraved,

the man’s body trembled.

At this point, I thought I could ask.

‘Why do you get excited every time I pick up a pen?’

‘It was the same when you wrote your first letter. You were completely absorbed in it and got a hard-on.’

At my words, Riolem finally parted his lips.

“Why do you keep saying things like that?

‘What do you mean? Oh, a hard-on?’

From the stiff, dark red pillar of flesh, semen trickled out again. 

He was an utterly honest man.

‘Of course I’m saying it for you to hear. Every time I say something vulgar, you don’t know what to do.’

‘Please.’

‘But first, answer my question. I asked you first.’

Slowly, thick letters carved into stone appeared one by one on Riolem’s thick palm.

He took a breath. 

The abs exposed through the open front of his trousers flattened for a moment.

‘While you were writing the letter, you didn’t notice your surroundings at all.’

A smooth voice continued, as if recalling an old memory.

“While moving the pen, you were always focused solely on the act of writing. 

You didn’t notice the sounds from outside

or the fact that I was peeking.”

Riolem looked down at the pen moving across his palm.

The straight lines and curves created as the ink cut through his skin instead of the paper.

The bending and sliding movements of my hand with each stroke of the pen.

Soon his gaze fell on my face.

As expected, as soon as he saw my face covered in his semen, his trousers became tight again.

Through the gap that had opened to its limit, I could see a glimpse of his dark red glans.

I looked down at it and smiled a little mischievously.

‘Oh no, your trousers are going to burst.’

‘Please.’

As soon as he saw my expression, Riolem spat out in a hoarse voice.

‘Please leave me alone.’

It seemed he had already figured out what I was going to do under the pretext of clothes.

Strangely enough, that made me quite happy. The fact that Riolem knew me well enough to read my mind

gave me a sweet pleasure.

I smiled broadly at Riolem.

‘But you asked for punishment for your silence, didn’t you?’

‘Then it’s better to receive a heavier punishment.’

Riolem bit her lip.

I slowly undid the buttons of Riolem’s trousers. My fingers kept slipping because they were already wet with sticky, thick semen

, my fingers kept slipping.

Perhaps due to shame or the sense of crisis from losing the barrier that would block the semen, the penis pressed beneath the fabric

grew increasingly erect.

When I finally pulled down the trousers and underwear together, a semen-soaked shaft sprang out with a thud.

.

The bare skin, soaked in sweat and semen, gave off an animalistic odour. Is this what they call the scent of a male?

I thought to myself as I pulled Riolem’s shaft completely out of his trousers.

Even then, the shaft in my hand twitched incessantly. The thin, sticky fluid dripping from the slit at the tip of the glans

, dripping down in a disgusting manner.

Perhaps it was a reflex, but my lower body began to itch. The semen flowing down gathered on my

lower abdomen, creating a feeling of heat.

However, with such a compliant Riolem in front of me, it seemed a waste to enjoy only penetration.

I wiped my hands, soiled with various bodily fluids, on Riolem’s thigh. Through the damp fabric, I could feel the sharp muscles tensing, but I pretended not to notice and picked up the pen again.

All that remained was my signature.

I picked up the glass pen I had placed on the floor. As I dipped it in the ink, I wondered how I should write the last letter.

Even during that brief pause, the delicate ribbon tied around Riolem’s wrist was stretched taut.

Judging by the tension, even if I had tied a rope,

it would have broken immediately. 

No, even if a chain had been attached, it would have broken immediately. 

Riorem, who couldn’t even break the soft ribbon because of the order to stay still, was adorable.

So, I decided to write my name in thick letters that would remain in a bound book.

What my country, which had been destroyed by Riorem’s hand, had left behind. Every time the letters were slowly engraved,

the man’s body trembled.

At this point, I thought I could ask.

‘Why do you get excited every time I pick up a pen?’

‘It was the same when you wrote your first letter. You were completely absorbed in it and got a hard-on.’

At my words, Riolem finally parted his lips.

“Why do you keep saying things like that?

‘What do you mean? Oh, a hard-on?’

From the stiff, dark red pillar of flesh, semen trickled out again. He was an utterly honest man.

‘Of course I’m saying it for you to hear. Every time I say something vulgar, you don’t know what to do.’

‘Please.’

‘But first, answer my question. I asked you first.’

Slowly, thick letters carved into stone appeared one by one on Riolem’s thick palm.

He took a breath. The abs exposed through the open front of his trousers flattened for a moment.

‘While you were writing the letter, you didn’t notice your surroundings at all.’

A smooth voice continued, as if recalling an old memory.

“While moving the pen, you were always focused solely on the act of writing. You didn’t notice the sounds from outside


or the fact that I was peeking.”

Riolem looked down at the pen moving across his palm.

The straight lines and curves created as the ink cut through his skin instead of the paper.

The bending and sliding movements of my hand with each stroke of the pen.
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I quietly said as I looked into his intense eyes.

‘Really, your strange tastes are all because of me.’”

+ Interest

Rio Rem closed his mouth.

Of course, he couldn’t deny it.

Spying on his master and desiring him had long been taboo for him. 

The unresolved, accumulated desire seemed to have twisted and distorted itself into his body as he grew into adulthood.

I finished writing my surname and said.

‘Your peculiar walls seem to be all my doing, so it wouldn’t be strange to say that you, who are tormented by such desires, are also mine.’

I finished writing the last letter and put down the pen.

Riorem’s left palm was stained with ink mixed with sweat.

However, the letters ‘Cherne a Antonietta del Peroa’ remained clearly visible on his skin, even though they were smudged and blurred.

Like the years when I always looked at you, then lived without seeing you for a while, and finally locked you away in your own bedroom.

I smiled gently.

‘So your body should have my signature on it.’

The glass pen, dipped in ink, touched his wrist. 

A graceful signature was drawn on the pulsating vein. 

His thick, firm fingertips twitched, as if it were itchy.

The name and signature, written in my handwriting, continued from Riorem’s left wrist to his palm.

Riorem’s gaze as he looked down at it seemed calm at first glance.

But the penis he had forced out of his body emitted a black heat and dripped thin semen. 

The veins that protruded along the long shaft from the root to the glans twitched violently.

After memorising all the letters, Riorem asked.

‘Is that all the punishment?’

‘Yes. But if you cut that ribbon, I’ll give you one more.’

‘May I ask what the punishment is?’

‘Well, how about I try to stop you from putting it in?’

At those words, Riorem cautiously moved his hand.

His long fingers untied the ribbon tied to his wrist. 

With a pop, the blue ribbon burst open.

Red marks remained on his wrist and arm, which had been tightly bound by the ribbon. 

Perhaps it was because he had been suppressing his strength all along, or perhaps it was because of his pale skin, but the contrast was even more striking.

Rio slowly brought his left hand to his face. 

The ink, still wet, dripped down his wrist.

Nevertheless, my name and signature remained on his body.

At that moment, his erect penis ejaculated. 

The thick, swollen testicles, filled with

poured over my hair and face.

Riorem slowly turned his head. 

Despite having suppressed his feelings all this time, he let out a short groan upon seeing my filthy appearance.

A low, rough voice whispered as if boiling up from hell.

‘…Come here.’

His voice was strained, as if he didn’t know what he might do if I didn’t come to him.

I smiled and got up.

As soon as I climbed onto the sofa, a hot arm wrapped around me.

Now, the desire that had been distorted and twisted for so long would pour out onto me.

Anticipating it, I sat down on Riorem’s thigh.

The corridor of the royal palace. 

An angry man was stomping his feet on the marble floor as he walked

towards me.

Today, too, the man’s request had been denied.

No, now even making the request was forbidden.

The reasonable request to have the spoils that Riorem Belik had seized without permission returned to him.

‘You bastard.’

A bastard with an unusually good fortune.

A bastard who was abandoned in front of the temple and received an education despite being a slave.

A bastard who was so handsome that even a woman who had only ever seen beautiful things in her life was interested in him.

A bastard who, thanks to the right circumstances, rose from being a slave mercenary to become a general of a country. 

A bastard who managed to get the king’s permission for the loot he had stolen by dishonest means…

‘Aaah!’

Alfeios screamed and kicked the wall.

Those who had been watching quietly moved away from him. It wasn’t something that happened every day,

just something that had become particularly severe lately.

As Alfeios continued to cause a commotion in the silence or indifference of everyone around him,

someone approached from behind him.

Alfeios turned to face the person.

A servant with such a vague appearance that one couldn’t remember his face unless one consciously focused on it

quietly handed him something. 

It was a small card.

Alpheios stared at it blankly for a moment before snatching it away.

His red eyes gazed down at the pattern engraved on the paper.

It was the emblem of the Serpantov royal family.

It was unfortunate for those who wanted me to stay quietly in my bedroom, but the

situation continued to unfold rapidly.

In the end, Riorem’s plan to prevent me from meeting other men became difficult to carry out.

Today, I finished getting dressed with the help of the maids.

In truth, there was nothing special about it. 

I simply combed my hair and chose a dress that was comfortable to move in yet not too plain.

There was no need to look good for someone I didn’t care about, and it was better for both of us if I didn’t.

I headed to the study on the first floor. 

Our meetings had become quite regular, but the parlor was not a suitable place to store documents, so we had to change the meeting place.

‘Even if it weren’t for the document storage issue, that room was the best choice.’

There were several knights, including Paletion Danos, standing in front of the study door.

I greeted them casually, as I was now quite familiar with them, and stepped inside.

Before entering completely, I glanced at the secret passage that Teumes had told me about. 

That was the main reason why this study was used as a meeting room.

In case of an emergency, we all had to escape together.

The people here were important in many ways.

In the depths of the study, the crown prince and Teumesha were looking at the map with dying expressions on their faces.

I made a light-hearted joke to them.

‘Is this the right place for me to be? For a princess who has been waiting to get married, this seems like too difficult a topic.’

Teumesha raised her eyebrows at my words.

It was because my status had become too complicated to joke around like I used to. 

My status had become too complicated to tease him casually as I used to.

I sat down and looked at the map they were looking at. 

Compared to when the map was drawn, more land had been lost, and the newly drawn border had shifted significantly from its original position.

Seeing one of the markers on the red line, I couldn’t help but snort.

‘Of all places, the area under Alpheios’ command is the most critical.’

It was the very location Alpheios had reported as showing unusual movement of imperial forces.

That place was precisely where the new front line was likely to converge.

The crown prince narrowed his eyes, seemingly sharing my thoughts.

‘Indeed. It is the region that arrogant man abandoned.’

A look of disgust appeared on the crown prince’s face as he said this.

Alpheios had been sent to the front lines as punishment for injuring Riorem during a regular meeting in the past.

There, he fought sporadic battles, but when the situation became dire, he returned to the royal palace to request additional troops.

A typical commander would have immediately returned to the perilous front lines upon receiving new troops.

However, after learning that I was living as a slave by Riorem’s side, Alpheios remained at the royal palace. He disregarded the order to deploy and brazenly used his illness as an excuse.

A person with common sense would have returned for the sake of social decorum, but Alpheios was not the type to care about such things.

Perhaps because of his notoriety and consistent eccentric behaviour, until now, few people had taken issue with his behaviour.

However, the situation changed.

As the front lines began to collapse, harsh glances were directed at the reckless prince.

Even worse, people began to say, ‘If Prince Alpheios does not go to battle, shouldn’t someone else be sent instead?’

Some even went so far as to say, ‘If Prince Alpheios doesn’t go to war, shouldn’t we send someone else?’

And there was one person who was perfect for such a mission.

That person was…

Z.

D.

Teumesas, who had been silent, spoke up.

‘I’m sure a sword will fly at him as soon as he arrives on the battlefield. 

Not from the front, but from behind.’

The lieutenant who couldn’t find a superior officer more capable than Riorem.

The crown prince who had barely managed to make Riorem his ally.

And regardless of the truth, the lover who had abandoned the country and remained by Riorem’s side—

the three of us were staring at the map in this room for that very reason.

Because the moment Riorem set out, it was obvious that Alpheios would try to eliminate him.


Moreover, lately, he had been unusually quiet. 

He hadn’t come to see me or sent me gifts,

and he had stopped acting like a child toward the king.

It was a suspicious situation to anyone who saw it.
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‘She’s so quiet I can’t even make the first move.’

I couldn’t very well call over Alpheios, who was just sitting quietly, and ask what she was thinking.

Just then, the Crown Prince suddenly spoke.

“If it were me, I’d try to approach the lady.”

“From the Empire’s side?”

“Yes. No matter how you spin it, I doubt they’ll believe you’re truly in love with a slave.”

At those words, Theumesa’s shoulders flinched slightly. She had likely been thinking the same thing.

I looked between the two of them and asked,

“Do I really seem that emotionally detached?”

“To be honest, yes.”

“Yes.”

Both of them agreed without hesitation.

I let out a small snort.

Well. 

Even before I realized I was in love, I was already capable of doing all this.

Maybe they just haven’t experienced the depth of my wretched boredom.

They don’t know how vital stimulation is when you’re plagued by this hereditary, almost pathological ennui.

Still, the suspicion that the Empire wouldn’t trust my statement did make sense.

Even just looking at my older and younger sisters, they weren’t the kind to throw away their status for love.

Let alone for someone from the lowest class—a foot-washing slave.

To form an attachment to such a person, to go as far as to make them a lover—my family would never understand that. 

They’d see it as nothing more than playing with a toy.

The more I thought about it, the more convincing the Crown Prince’s words seemed.

“It might be good to loosen the guard a bit. Maybe reduce the number of maids by her side.”

“What about the opposite? It’s been a while since we hired new servants. This might be a good time to bring in some fresh ones.”

I nodded at Theumesa’s suggestion. 

She’d handle that better than I could.

While the Crown Prince and Theumesa discussed another issue, I quietly stared down at the fiefdom left without its commander.

Even now, with Riorem absent due to military training, it was unbearably dull. What would it be like if he were to leave on a full-scale campaign?

Everyone would be against me following him, and honestly, it wasn’t a good idea.

Resting my chin in my hand with a sullen expression, I closed my eyes and recalled something I once said to Riorem.

“If only we could really just leave, the two of us. Go somewhere, anywhere but this boring place.”

The military training, originally scheduled for five days, ended a little over a week later.

The frontlines had pushed back more than expected, so reinforcements had to be sent in urgently.

As a result, many of the recruits had never even held a spear before.

Still, training the new recruits wasn’t too exhausting.

To them, Riorem Velic was more “Areté’s victorious general” than “a former slave.” So they obediently followed whatever he taught.

The real problem was with the knights.

Whether common-born or of noble birth, every single knight who had been granted a title harbored an inferiority complex toward Riorem.

The commoners resented that someone who should be beneath them had risen so high.

The nobles never saw a slave as human to begin with.

Still, under normal circumstances, Riorem might’ve been able to endure it.

The issue was that, for the past few months, Riorem had unconsciously been relieving his stress.

He hadn’t realized it, but sex had become a major outlet for his mental fatigue and pressure.

Especially with the woman he’d desired his entire life. 

Even without penetration, he had come to rely heavily on his relationship with Chernea.

That absence, in just these past few days, had become painfully clear to him.

Riorem had never had a particularly stable mind. 

He simply had high psychological walls.

When Chernea wasn’t around, he could pretend she didn’t exist. 

But once he had her, and became deeply immersed in their relationship, those walls started to crumble.

The more sensitive he became, the greater the stress.

The only thing he could do was try his best to clear his mind—

By swinging his sword alone in the training ground at midnight, long after everyone else had gone.

And so, tonight too, Riorem swung his sword, desperately trying to empty his thoughts.

“I should get some sleep soon, or this’ll become a problem.”

Looking up at the sky, Riorem began walking back toward his tent.

But then he caught a strange scent.

It was odd—something pungent, as if another strong-smelling oil had been mixed in to mask it.

Riorem looked around, trying to locate the source of the smell.

It seemed to be coming from his own tent.

His brow twitched. 

As soon as he lifted the flap and stepped inside—

There was a soft thud, the sound of something tipping over in the dark.

And then, in an instant, flames burst to life.

Before Riorem could even grasp the situation, the oily air ignited.

The tent, soaked in a resinous, pine-scented liquid, was engulfed in flames.

The rapidly spreading fire cut off his escape.

The stifling heat filled the tent in moments.

Riorem burst into laughter, suffocating under the choking blaze.

His calm demeanor was completely out of place amidst the raging fire, which devoured everything it could find.

‘They must be waiting outside too.’

Unless it was an explosion meant to kill instantly, something like a burning barrack couldn’t hold Riorem back.

The enemy must have predicted his escape and prepared accordingly.

Riorem rummaged through his belongings.

Most of what he owned was meaningless to him. If something burned, he could just buy a new one.

But the handkerchief Chernea had embroidered herself was different.

Perhaps because he had lived as a slave for so long, he wasn’t used to using handkerchiefs.

So after using it once to gag Chernea, he had simply kept it stored carefully.

It would likely never be used for its original purpose again.

And so… this was Riorem’s only luxury.

Fortunately, the handkerchief hadn’t been damaged.

He tucked it securely into his inner coat and picked up the real sword he had left beside the bed.

Then he slashed the burning tent flap vertically.

Air whooshed out instantly, and Riorem slipped through the gap.

As expected, it was quiet outside.

Even though the fire should have been visible despite the late hour, not a single sentry appeared.

This fire must have been set through the collaboration of multiple enemies, including an insider.

And the next attack would be no different.

Twang!

A taut string snapped with a sharp sound in the stillness of night.

Reflected in the flames, Riorem’s yellow eyes gleamed.

Rather than dodging the incoming arrow, he swung his sword and deflected it midair.

As he turned to look in the direction the attack had come from, Riorem thought deeply.

The sheer effort involved suggested this wasn’t the work of an ordinary man.

‘Too many enemies—I don’t even know which one it is.’

To understand their true goal, he would need to know who was behind this.

Perhaps someone trying to check the crown prince’s faction,

Or someone holding a personal grudge against Riorem Velic himself.

It could even be someone who wanted to eliminate him in advance, knowing he was a strong candidate to be appointed commander of a strategic military base.

Or perhaps…

‘Someone deluded enough to think they could have Chernea if I die.’

For now, he had located the archer.

Riorem kicked off the ground and sprang forward.

The distance between him and the assassin closed in an instant.

The startled man dropped his bow and raised a crossbow—but it was too late.

Slash!

A flash of light burst, and blood splattered.

After eliminating the assassin, Riorem scanned his surroundings.

Another arrow came flying from the darkness.

He leaned back and dodged it, then let out a snort.

Clearly, the enemy had no chance facing him directly and opted for long-range attacks.

Given the involvement of an insider, the mastermind was obvious.

‘Alpheios’s men.’

Alpheios knew full well that not even he could beat Riorem in sword combat.

He probably expected that assassins wouldn’t fare much better.

That’s why he resorted to this kind of annoying, long-distance assassination attempt.

As irritating as it was, such attacks weren’t difficult to deal with.

Alpheios was a capable commander in some ways—but also the worst kind.

He believed too strongly in the principle of battle: “If you kill them all, you win.”


He focused solely on literally killing everyone.

That brutality, when refined into tactics, could make him frighteningly effective.

Still—

‘He’s nothing more than a short-sighted, impulsive lunatic.’
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Alpheios was not very thorough. 

Since he was going to kill the enemy anyway, he didn’t worry too much about the aftermath.

That’s right.

So, Alpheios was weak against opponents who were superior to him in terms of ability.

Riorem tracked down and eliminated each of the assassins sent by Alpheios. 

He didn’t kill them all. 

After all, someone had to testify about who was behind it.

He bound those who were still alive and set out to deal with the remaining members of the organisation.

When he returned, he found that all of them had been killed by someone else, rendering his efforts futile.

Riorem tilted his chin.

‘There’s no way that bastard would have done such a thorough job. What the hell is going on?’

Riorem, who had said he would be away from the castle for five days, returned to the mansion after more than ten days. 

As soon as Riorem burst through the front gate, he went straight to the study and then up to the bedroom, but no one was surprised.

To be honest, I was frustrated too.

Riorem’s body was hot. 

He had numerous burn marks on his arms that I couldn’t identify, but he didn’t seem to care, clinging tightly to my body and indulging in pleasure.

I was crushed under his weight, endlessly tormented by the tip of his penis pressing against my womb.

It had been a long time since I had sex, so it felt tight inside, and to be honest, it was a little uncomfortable, but thanks to the few days of rest, I was able to endure it.

When the man who had just ejaculated inside me left the bedroom to take a bath, I felt a sense of relief.

However, that was not the end, but the beginning.

As I lowered my legs under the bed, he grabbed my hips and began thrusting from behind. 

I could vaguely guess what Riorem was thinking.

After ten days of accumulated stress and sexual desire, he had lost his mind and attacked me. 

Once he pulled back, he realised he was in a messy state, having just returned from outside.

So he washed off the faint smell of sweat, the sticky ointment, and the dust, then rushed back to me.

So now it was the main event.

‘Ah, hmm, hmm…’

The blunt glans relentlessly thrust into my abdomen.

The penetration was so deep and heavy that the pressure could be felt all the way to the back of my navel, causing me to involuntarily moan in pain.

I had always thought that every moment I was with him was excessive. 

But now I realised that I had been restraining myself all along.

The desire that had been building up inside him, undiluted during our separation, now poured out onto me with fierce intensity.

‘Ah, yes, too much, ah…….’

My waist twitched from the unrelenting pleasure.

He frantically thrust inside me, but when I reached my climax, he slowed down slightly and scraped the area near my cervix. 

I couldn’t think straight from that movement.

The glans pressed deeply into the deepest part of me, and the shaft roughly scraped against the walls.

The thick column filled every vulnerable spot, greedily exploring my insides.

My body flipped again. 

By then, Riorem had ejaculated several times, causing foam to bubble up at the junction.

Even the sensation of air bubbles bursting was stimulating, causing my vagina to tremble.

Riorem must have felt that unique sensation as well, because when the foam disappeared with a popping sound, he let out a small moan.

‘Huh… Haa.’

Riorem’s breath tickled my neck incessantly.

Because he had bitten and sucked on her, not only her neck but also the skin above her collarbone was burning hot.

In that sensation that stirred her entire body, all the pleasure flowed into the deepest part of her body.

Then, just as the heat that had been gathering deep in her lower abdomen was about to burst, Riorem held my waist tightly and buried his glans deep inside me.

It was an uncomfortable position for big, strong movements, but this wasn’t about that kind of explosive pleasure.

Kuuuuk.

His glans, swollen thick like an animal’s, gently pressed against my womb. 

It was a different kind of pleasure from the relentless pounding at the entrance.

I dug my nails into Riorem’s back and clenched my teeth. 

My body, which remembered exactly what was about to happen, shed tears up and down.

The viscous movements that stimulated the uterus.

Because of that, the heat that had been gathered deep inside slowly swelled up.

I couldn’t breathe. 

The penis was too deep inside me, and the pleasure was boiling like a pot.

It felt like it would be easier to cry while the sensitive parts were being scratched hard.

But Riorem persistently pressed and rubbed the inside. 

Sometimes he gently stroked it, but that only added to the stimulation.

Soon, my body began to tremble. 

The movement of him thrusting deep inside me, pushing my organs upward, finally brought me to the peak and made me explode.

“Ah, ahh, aaaah…….

With my eyes closed, I began to be swept away by the slowly approaching shivers. 

My buttocks contracted tightly, and my waist arched toward Riorem.

Instead of satisfying his own desires, the man spent several minutes solely awakening my sensuality, then bit my earlobe fiercely.

Only when I had completely melted away and sunk into pleasure did Riorem whisper.

‘I missed you.’

It was too late, and it was too cute a thing to say after such passionate sex.

and I felt embarrassed for saying it.

Riorem left me after finishing this session.

I gasped for breath in a state of complete relaxation, feeling as though my entire body was limp and drenched.

After resting for a moment, Riorem returned, wearing only a shirt and trousers.

Even in this situation, it was typical of Riorem to fasten every button.

He rolled up his sleeves and began to wipe my body with a warm washcloth. 

Sweat, bodily fluids, and stuck-on threads were all neatly wiped away.

Even after roughly wiping away the secretions, Riorem’s care did not end.

He rubbed my body with water scented with pleasant floral fragrance, presumably from perfume, and dressed me in clean pyjamas.

Only after combing through my tangled hair did Riorem speak.

‘No matter how I think about it, leading the expeditionary force seems impossible.’

‘…Is that so? I was thinking the same thing.’

I smiled warmly.

The only war I had experienced was when the doomed duchy made its last desperate stand against the invading army.

My father had tried to avoid military conflict until the very end, so the moment when Riorem and the Arête Kingdom army pushed into the royal castle was the only war I had ever experienced firsthand.

But even I knew that the battlefield, especially the front lines where enemies faced off closest, was not a place I could follow.

If I acted recklessly and my body was captured by the imperial army, I might be forced onto the throne.

And marrying a man who suited the empire’s tastes would be an added bonus.

Before that, there was no way Riorem would take me to the border. 

He wasn’t the type to take such a risk.

‘Besides… I can’t even stand being apart for ten days, so how could I endure the duration of the campaign?’

I rubbed my stiff, aching waist as I thought about it.

Seeing me like that, Riorem hesitated for a moment before stammering,

‘…Well, that is a problem, but…’

‘Hm?’

I tilted my head in confusion, and Riorem avoided my gaze.

‘Is there another problem?’

I urged Riorem to explain further.

He then continued slowly, looking reluctant.

‘Perhaps… my mind can’t handle it.’

‘What do you mean?’

I’m prone to mental fatigue.”

‘Ah.’

I nodded in agreement.

Indeed, Riorem was not an emotionally stable person. 

Due to his sensitive nature, he quickly became overwhelmed when faced with uncomfortable situations.

If he could relieve his stress physically, it might be different, but on a battlefield where lives are at stake, his nerves would undoubtedly be worn down little by little.

As I was coming to terms with that, Riorem’s gaze pierced me sharply.

‘Why are you accepting this so casually?’

His voice was also quite cold.

“Have you been thinking that I’m mentally weak all this time? Exactly… Have I ever complained to you

about the pain caused by mental fatigue?”


“Um…

I couldn’t answer. 

He had poured his stress onto me and relied on me too many times when he was mentally exhausted.

Could it be that he did it without even realising it?”
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There was a possibility.

Even I, who had lived my whole life freely expressing my feelings and thoughts without restraint, only realized years later that I had fallen for Riorem.

Riorem, who had never had the chance to think deeply about what he truly wanted or what his real feelings were, probably didn’t know how to recover his own mind.

But… is it really okay to say something like this to such a “fragile” person as if it’s nothing?

I lowered my eyes for a moment and sifted through my thoughts.

The quick thinking ability inherited from the Serpantov bloodline was being used just to carefully phrase words so as not to upset my lover. 

I wondered how shocked my mother would be if she knew.

Still, after serious consideration, I came up with a very simple answer.

I lifted my eyelids again. 

Then, with a somewhat sulky expression on his face, I gently smiled at the man.

“I’ve never really thought about it… but there’s something called the power of love, you know?”

I raised the corners of my mouth as kindly as I could.

If my older brother, who had always called me an emotionless lunatic, saw me now, he might have vomited out everything inside him.

But in truth, I was rather emotionally distant, and I had no trouble naturally saying words I had never spoken in my life.

The only concern was that Riorem also knew I didn’t have an ordinary emotional center…

“Hmm?”

I opened my eyes wide and looked at Riorem.

Suddenly, he stiffened as if turned to stone. 

He didn’t respond to my words, nor did he breathe or blink—no physiological reaction at all.

Then, gradually, his body started to relax. 

His slightly dazed face at first looked as if he didn’t understand what he had heard at all.

After that, his smooth brows furrowed, and his eyelids blinked slowly.

Only then did a crack appear at his lips. 

His tightly closed lips parted and closed repeatedly, hesitating.

His Adam’s apple moved noticeably. 

At the same time, the skin from his neck to the back of his ear began to flush red.

When the spreading redness reached his entire face, a subtle fissure appeared on his previously expressionless face.

After this long-awaited change, Riorem fixed his gaze on me quietly. 

Then suddenly, he turned his eyes to the ceiling.

“…What do you mean by that?”

His voice was still low and calm, but the breath he swallowed made it sound more like a moan than words.

His right hand covered his suddenly flushed face. 

But since his ears and neck were already red, it didn’t help.

Even his hand was red.

Silence followed.

Even after the heat subsided, Riorem couldn’t look me straight in the eye.

He moved his hand away but put it back after seeing my face, then finally turned his back to avoid my gaze.

Watching that sequence of changes and his still trembling straight back, I realized something.

Perhaps this man was the only person who could see that my talk of love was genuine.

After Riorem’s return, an extra chair was added to the first-floor study.

It was placed across from the crown prince and beside me.

In other words, a new seat was created in a place that showed Riorem’s intention to ensure that the crown prince and I would never face each other directly.

Only after sitting in the study did Riorem inform us of the attack that occurred near the end of military training.

“I only reported it to His Majesty.”

Leaning on the chair, Riorem said.

His calm voice left the crown prince speechless as he stared at him.

Of course, the prince soon regained his composure and started firing questions.

“Were there no witnesses at all?”

“There were, but since the ranks of those who witnessed would be eliminated anyway, I just silenced them. It would only cause trouble to openly reveal internal divisions during wartime. Other witnesses will keep their mouths shut if they want to live.”

All the assassins were dead, and there was no solid evidence.

The only proof of the attack was that Riorem’s barracks had burned down. 

So, he covered it up by blaming a fallen candle.

It was a very strange story.

“Prince Alpheios wouldn’t have been so meticulous.”

Teumesia said. 

I agreed with that.

“Starting with the fact that only Riorem’s barracks burned is unlike Alpheios. Normally, he would have burned the whole garrison down. That man would have chosen a loud explosion to cause more damage, so surely he must have an accomplice.”

When I said that, the three of them all fixed their gazes on me. 

I just blinked, wondering why.

Teumesia answered my curiosity.

“As expected, only a person without humanity can understand the thoughts of another without humanity…”

That muttered comment felt strangely unpleasant. 

But it wasn’t enough to scold Teumesia, so I let it go.

The important thing was not that.

‘Anyway, for now, there’s no evidence linking this attack to Alpheios.’

To try assassinating a lord who had been officially appointed… even a prince would not escape punishment if it were true.

Moreover, to attempt to eliminate a commander-class figure during wartime…

It made me realize again how reckless Alpheios really was. 

Attacking Riorem without thinking ahead.

‘But… doesn’t it make sense then? He recklessly started something but the plan turned out to be so meticulous?’

It seemed the crown prince had the same thought and spoke up.

“The most reasonable guess is that the Empire might have lured Alpheios. Alpheios could be tempted by the promise of handing over the princess.”

“Considering Prince Alpheios’s intelligence, that’s plausible. But even so, to the extent of betraying the country…”

“I don’t think so,”
the very person who was attacked said firmly. 

Though his brow was furrowed, as if annoyed by having to defend Alpheios.

“From the Empire’s perspective, would they really trust such a man? They must have had their experiences and heard rumors. They wouldn’t choose such a reckless collaborator. That would be uncontrollable.”

No one could deny that.

While we were having this unresolved discussion, someone knocked on the study door.

The butler opened the door gently but didn’t enter, instead bowing outside. 

Perhaps to avoid seeing what was inside the meeting room.

“Sorry to interrupt your discussion. The thing the lady requested has arrived.”

I blinked slowly. I hadn’t asked the butler for anything.

‘Is someone secretly trying to send me something?’

I nodded casually, as if nothing was unusual.

“So it’s already here. Understood. Let’s go now.”

I excused myself to the three and stood up.

Though Riorem’s gaze followed my back, I ignored it.

I left the study and followed the butler, still holding the pen with the poison needle that Teumesia had given me earlier.

Thankfully, I didn’t need to use the precious poison. 

The butler handed me just one note as soon as we entered an empty room.

I asked, just in case,

“Do you remember who gave it?”

“My grandson… I had him deliver it, so I didn’t check properly. He said it must be delivered only to the lady, and insisted on it.”

“Oh dear. Is the boy safe?”

The butler swallowed nervously and continued.

“Yes. He looks quite pale and terrified, but thankfully… since it’s just about delivering this note to the lady, I had no choice but to send him.”

“I see. That’s enough.”

The butler lost his usual calm and squeezed his eyes shut. 

I nodded roughly and sent him away, feeling pity for his burden.

The note read:

[Luciano Marcelo del Peroa is alive. If you want to keep him alive…]

Below that, I crumpled the note without reading further.

I returned to the meeting room with an even more expressionless face than before. Before anyone could ask, I spoke first.


“Someone sent a note saying our older brother is still alive.”

“Del Peroa’s young lord… you mean?”

The crown prince raised one eyebrow and asked.

The crown prince and Teumesia looked at Riorem, demanding an explanation, but he just shook his head indifferently.
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“There’s no way I could confuse the face of the Marquis of Peroa. I don’t know who sent it, but maybe they forgot that I’ve been stuck in the duchy for eight years.”

“From the start, my older brother and I were never particularly close. If they had known that since he was young, he did his best to torment me and my sisters, they wouldn’t have dared to threaten me like this.”

I recalled my childhood after a long time.

My mother left for the empire as soon as we were weaned, but my two sisters and I grew up together in the palace where she had stayed until we were quite old.

Occasionally, our one and only older brother would come there, but it was always to insult his little sisters and boost his own ego.

Once I grew enough to wield a weapon myself and learned that my aggression did not discriminate against anyone, my father separated me and that man and cut off their meetings.

As I went over my memories, I suddenly realized the name I saw on the note was different from the name of the brother I knew.

Fortunately, there was a man beside me who could answer my curiosity.

“Is your brother’s middle name ‘Marcelo’? I thought it was ‘Marcelino.’”

Riorem answered calmly to my question.

“Marcelo is correct.”

“Oh my. I’ve been getting my brother’s name wrong for 28 years.”

“Really? I thought you were deliberately mispronouncing the marquis’s name to tease him.”

I laughed it off as something trivial.

Teumesia and the crown prince, who had been listening to our conversation, looked displeased. 

They seemed shocked that I didn’t even know my own brother’s name.

“Isn’t it normal to confuse a middle name?”

Even among family, you usually only hear the middle name when attending a formal ball and your name is announced.

My brother and I have barely appeared together in public since we were fourteen.

My father was desperate to keep us apart, fearing I might one day harm him.

In some ways, my father’s efforts had been effective. 

Judging by the fact that I even misremember my brother’s name.

Then the crown prince, who had been quietly observing, spoke up.

“So that’s why the general was so sure the princess wouldn’t return to the duchy.”

Though said diplomatically, he meant that our family’s relationship looked awful.

‘Is it that bad?’

Even a man who grew up in a house where brothers drew swords on each other was reacting like that, so

I must be quite unusual.

‘Riorem doesn’t seem to think it’s that strange.’

Perhaps because he has watched me for over ten years, he wasn’t surprised by my indifference or our strange family dynamics.

Teumesia, who had been deep in thought, finally spoke.

“Then, if by any chance the Marquis is still alive, you wouldn’t go to rescue him, right?”

“Yes. It’s almost certain he died by Riorem’s hand.”

“That makes sense. If the Marquis of Peroa were truly alive, the second son of the Duke of Piedra would be allied with him.”

The Prince of Piedra. 

A man who was part of the faction trying to rebuild the duchy using me, and a friend of my older brother.

If the Marquis of Peroa were alive, that man would be gathering people with my brother rather than searching for me.

In that sense, the note I received earlier was complete nonsense. 

Yet, I revealed the content of the threat because…

“…Anyway, this means someone trying to shake you has infiltrated the castle.”

It was because Riorem’s territory had been breached by a spy. 

Riorem muttered in a low growl.

‘And the timing is suspicious. Right after the failed attack on Riorem.’

I sipped my tea and fell silent in thought.

Then I glanced sharply at Teumesia.

“Teumesia, do you have any weaknesses? Family, lover?”

“Huh?”

“Riorem, me. Then naturally, it would be you next, right? The crown prince is probably already accustomed to attacks like this.”

The Kingdom of Arete does not have primogeniture inheritance. 

The crown is passed down by comprehensively considering the princes’ abilities and achievements.

In a country like this, a man who maintains the crown prince’s position steadily must have gone through similar experiences throughout his life. 

There was no doubt about his ability to handle such situations.

In other words, the most vulnerable person here seemed to be Teumesia.

She was aware of this and objectively began to reflect on herself.

“I can’t think of anything in particular. Until last month, if someone had offered to help get rid of the young lady, I might have accepted.”

“That definitely sounds right. Haha, should we be relieved now?”

It’s too late to send me now. 

Even if I’m handed over to the enemy, it wouldn’t stabilize Riorem’s precarious position.

I meant it sympathetically, but somehow Teumesia’s face tightened as if twisted in discomfort.

Then the crown prince, who had been silent until then, spoke.

“General, do you have an extra carriage? I want to take a different carriage on the way back.”

“What sudden request is this?”

“Well, usually, when a close aide suffers a light attack, a deadly strike against me follows shortly afterward. It’s a pattern.”

It was an intuition born of experience.

Besides, unlike Alpheios, the crown prince was politically savvy but poor at combat.

If someone tried to cause an accident with the carriage, it would be dangerous immediately.

I rubbed my chin.

‘As expected, it’s safest if I take the risk among the three of us.’

Since I rarely go outside the mansion, it’s easier to control the surroundings. Above all, I’m the most effective bait for the enemy.

If they could, they’d want to target me first — whether to give me as spoils to Alpheios or to use me as the princess.

Probably the crown prince and Teumesia thought the same. 

The problem was: the person who would strongly oppose such a strategy was sitting right beside me.

‘I think I’d notice immediately if they suddenly hired more maids.’

What if the crown prince and Teumesia directly argued that making a gap in my side was the most efficient strategy? 

Riorem would definitely lock me in the bedroom and cut ties with both of them — no matter what happens later.

When it comes to matters involving me, he almost turns into a madman.

Then my eyes caught the crown prince’s clothing. 

Compared to when we first shook hands and started the meeting, his attire had become thinner and simpler.

Although the Kingdom of Arete doesn’t have a big temperature difference, it does have seasonal changes. 

I knew summers here were quite hot.

I imagined my wardrobe in my mind. 

Spending almost all my time in the bedroom, the room that should have been used by the mistress of the house had essentially become a closet.

I wondered how many summer clothes I had there and whether my excuse was reasonable, then glanced to the side.

Riorem’s blue eyes were staring intently at my face. 

Since he always did that, the crown prince and Teumesia no longer bothered about his odd behavior.

“Hmm, maybe I don’t even need to count how many summer clothes I have?”

No matter how many clothes are in my room, if I want something, Riorem would naturally buy it for me.

So on the way back to the bedroom after today’s meeting with Riorem, I casually brought up the topic.

“I want to buy new summer clothes before it gets too hot.”

The answer came immediately.

“Please do.”

“I don’t know anything about Arete’s fashion, so I want to try several boutiques.”

“Understood.”

“I’m curious about the salons inside Dynamis Castle, but also those in the capital. Of course, I don’t need all of them, just a few famous places.”

I looked up at Riorem.


The man who had been watching only me from start to finish said exactly what I expected.

“Just call them all. Once you say my name, they’ll come running anyway.”

As expected, Riorem had no idea how difficult it was to call a designer from a salon.

He understood the shopping habits of noble ladies clumsily, so it was actually harder for him than for men who didn’t know at all.
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Before Riorem brought me here, he said he used to buy clothes by just roughly looking through catalogs.

If it was a fairly famous salon, they all had experience making clothes for Lady Peroa, so knowing her measurements wasn’t difficult.

But bringing a famous designer all the way to the territory to make custom clothes was a task requiring much more effort.

They brought samples from the salon, I tried them on myself. 

Then I picked what I liked and had it tailored—quite a tiring process.

Riorem, who had already gone through such chaos just with the Dynamis salon, agreed with my suggestion to “narrow down the salons and bring only those from the capital.”

So, we sent out invitations in advance and coordinated the schedule.

After that, all we had to do was wait.

The salon shows require a large number of staff. 

Especially since this was not the Dynamis castle fully under Riorem’s control but a salon in the capital.

It was a perfect opportunity for someone to sneak in spies or something similar.

“So, I just have to endure it.”

I furrowed my brows and sighed without realizing it.

I lost count of how many times I had changed clothes. 

Just today, I had changed more than ten times, so the total number of outfits I had worn must be in the hundreds by now.

Of course, choosing clothes was enjoyable. 

Observing Riorem’s expressions, so fully focused on me, change from moment to moment was also entertaining.

But waiting patiently for all those buttons to be fastened was unbearably tedious.

Moreover, during the relay-like salon shows, no one took the bait at all.

When I went behind the tent to change clothes, Riorem couldn’t see me, and I deliberately brought only one maid with me.

Yet, an attack always comes at the moment you let your guard down the most.

“I’ll tie your belt now. Please hold your breath.”

Following the salon staff’s instructions, I took a deep breath. 

At that moment, I felt a strange sensation along my spine.

Behind me, one staff member was tying my belt, two workers were adjusting the hem of my dress. 

Lastly, I glanced at my maid, who was a bit farther away, preparing the next outfit.

Pressing through the belt that cinched my waist tightly with whale bone, something sharp and pointed was aimed at my back.

For some reason, the prince’s words came to mind:

“When a close aide gets a light attack like this, a fatal strike usually follows immediately after. That’s the pattern.”

Indeed, the previous note-contact was too crude. 

The method was clever enough, but the bait ‘Duke Peroa’s son’ was too poor.

It was probably intentional. 

When someone is on high alert, pulling such a ridiculous trick makes the target relax their guard.

“Still, they see me as a person with ‘ordinary emotions.’”

I straightened my back. I thought that acting stiffly, as if to protect my pride, would be more advantageous against them.

As expected, the woman kneeling on the floor, tidying the dress hem, took out a tablet from her bosom.

I quietly stared at the white letters written in the imperial official language.

[Riorem Velic, proceed to the battlefield]

After I confirmed I had read the message, the staff wiped off the text on the tablet.

And a new phrase appeared:

[If ignored, one of the gates of Dynamis castle will be set on fire one by one]

As soon as I read this new message, the letters on the tablet disappeared again.

The unknown object, whether a dagger or an awl, pressed sharply against my spine. 

If pressed a little more, it would pierce through my flesh and lodge in my organs.

I quietly moved my lips:

“Give me time.”

Then I spoke to the designer beyond the curtain.

“Do you also handle indoor clothes besides going-out outfits? I like this salon’s designs.”

The woman beyond the curtain couldn’t hide her joyful voice and excitement.

“Yes… yes, we do! We have various indoor clothes. Would you like a demonstration? Or you could visit our salon…”

“I’d like to request another demonstration next week. Is that okay?”

“Of course!”

“Please discuss the detailed schedule with the butler.”

After naturally setting the next meeting, the knife pressed against my spine disappeared as if it was never there.

The three people quickly adjusted their appearances. 

I returned to the other side of the curtain and stood with Riorem in front of the mirror.

Wearing the fluttering one-piece dress, I fell into thought.

“They might think I have actually fallen in love with Riorem.”

If what was written on the tablet had been a threat to kill the remaining refugees of the duchy, I would have slapped the staff member immediately.

Anyway, Riorem would have come running before I was stabbed.

But Dynamis castle was different. Riorem had spent a long, arduous time to acquire this territory.

Moreover, near the castle walls, the local residents of the territory were densely gathered.

A situation where many of the residents were sacrificed could be fatal to Riorem, the lord of the territory.

“Besides, summer is coming soon. It’s the time to harvest the crops of Dynamis castle.”

In other words, their threat was something fatal not to me, but to Riorem. 

That’s why it worked well on me too.

I glanced back at Riorem. 

His eyes were fixed on the sleeve that draped down from my shoulder.

Seeing that made me smile.

“Thank goodness. At least the compliment about liking these clothes isn’t just an excuse, but sincere.”

Though it seemed Riorem liked the clothes more than I did. I put the clothes I was wearing onto the order list and changed into the next dress.

As if the threats around me earlier never happened, the three spies meticulously adjusted my appearance.

Judging by how they handled things, they weren’t just bribed staff but trained operatives.

“…Then it’s more likely they were sent from the Empire, an external force.”

After all, telling me to come to the battlefield bordering the Empire was exactly the kind of thing they would do.

They intended that if I came to the border area, they would secure me and take me to the Empire.

“A political marriage? Or do they really intend to make Peroa a vassal state?”

While the spies were changing my clothes, I kept thinking, but no clear conclusion came.

After changing several more outfits, narrowing down the designs and filling out the order form, the sun was already setting.

Before finishing payment, Riorem left the room. 

Since he had split his schedule to attend the shows, it seemed he wanted to finish urgent territory matters before nightfall.

In the end, I returned to the bedroom with only my maid. 

My legs ached from being overwhelmed by piles of clothes all day.

Noticing that, the maid started to massage my legs.

While massaging my tense muscles, she finally spoke.

“…Did something happen earlier, when I was choosing your clothes?”

“Well, yes.”

“I’m sorry. I should have stayed with you the whole time…”

“Those three probably pushed you toward that side anyway. Don’t worry too much. It wasn’t anything serious.”

The thick flesh of her palm pressed firmly on my calf.

“…Shall I call Teumesia? She should still be at the manor.”

That was a good idea.

Teumesia was a discerning person. 

At least she wouldn’t go berserk and let the Dynamis castle burn just because she found out I was threatened.

But time was an issue.

I looked at the darkening sky. If I were to have a secret talk with Teumesia at this hour and run into Riorem…

He would surely say, “I’ll make sure you have no strength left to cause trouble,” and relentlessly pound on my womb again.

In the end, I shook my head lightly.

“Please just tell her that something happened later, okay? Teumesia can probably guess most of it anyway.”

“I understand.”

The maid seemed to recognize the problem with Riorem as well and nodded quietly.

As I continued to receive the massage, I fell into thought.

Until now, I had been racking my brain to keep Riorem from going to the front lines, and now I had to go there with him.

“A place where it’s hard enough to even bathe every day, and where you can’t even put a bed.”

Riorem would never take me to such a place.

I still didn’t want to send him to such a place either.

I raised my hand to stop the maid’s massage.

“Do we already have summer clothes in my wardrobe? Something thin like what I wore today, that falls lightly over the body.”


“There are a few inside. Shall I show you?”

“No, it’s okay. Bring me the simplest one with the least decoration and the softest texture. I want to change before Riorem comes back if possible.”

At my words, the maid peeked out the window, then lightly nodded and went into the next room.

I lay down on the bed, waiting for her.
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Riorem returned to the bedroom after dinner time had passed.

Because there was much to discuss, he had just roughly eaten during work, and the meeting itself ended up taking longer.

‘I thought it would end sooner than this.’

That was also why he hurriedly paid for Chernea’s dress and immediately called the meeting.

He wanted to finish work quickly and hold that fragrant body in his arms.

But due to the troublesome situations surrounding Dynamis, there were too many issues he had to decide on as a lord.

Since Riorem sided with the crown prince, the nobles who had only been waiting for a chance to get rid of him began to unite.

They desperately tried to send Riorem to the frontlines of the border where Alpheios had left.

In other words, they thought Riorem, who sided with the crown prince, was a bigger threat than the mad prince Alpheios, and wanted to eliminate him.

Ironically, if Riorem died, those nobles would not withstand the defense gap and would collapse.

He missed the meal time while talking about such complicated and boring matters.

He had wanted to talk about the dress that had especially caught Chernea’s eye. 

She, who liked beautiful things, would surely have enjoyed the conversation.

…If time allowed, he had planned to have that talk once before leaving.

Choosing a dress for Chernea was both a joy and a torment.

He wanted to hold her and caress her soft, curving body as much as he wanted, but there were always too many people present.

To prepare all the clothes needed before summer, there had to be fittings almost every day.

So, although he was excited, he rarely had a chance to relieve it.

When Chernea appeared wearing a dress that looked like indoor wear she often wore when young, he nearly stood up from his seat.

He wanted to wrap his arms around her over the thick belt cinching her waist and sink deeply inside.

In conclusion, Riorem was in low spirits. 

He could neither hold Chernea freely nor even drop a hint about the dress he liked, stuck in this dragging meeting.

If someone had provoked him with Chernea at such a mentally fragile time, he might have even performed a dance with a knife.

Fortunately or unfortunately, the person who could wield Riorem best in the world was in his bedroom.

Riorem strode into the room. 

The woman sitting at the table reading a book looked back at him.

Riorem froze on the spot.

The woman who had completely dominated his childhood was waiting for him almost the same as back then.

While Riorem remained frozen and motionless, Chernea turned her gaze back to the book.

Slowly, the pages turned. 

With each turn, her neatly combed long red hair flowed down her shoulders.

Perhaps because of the soft lighting, to Riorem, that thick hair somehow looked like vines wrapping around Chernea’s shoulders and arms.

The dress made of soft and thin fabric flowed down along the lines of her shoulders and arms.

Thanks to its simple design with almost no decorations, the prominent collarbone and the curves of her chest were clearly visible beneath the fabric.

Riorem swallowed dryly.

Chernea’s eyes slowly moved over the book’s pages, and her long eyelashes cast shadows as they settled down.

It was the exact image he had lost himself watching on his way back after discarding the water he had washed his feet with.

Riorem exhaled slowly.

He intuitively knew that she had noticed the dress he had been deeply absorbed in earlier.

It was clear she intended to use that to push something he did not want again. He had often been used like that.

But he did not feel unfair about it. 

He had lived being manipulated by this woman all his life anyway.

Even after realizing he loved Chernea, he never gained trust in her.

There were more cases of being used under the pretext of that love.

That was not especially unfair.

He was simply thirsty now.

Feeling like the boy who had once spied on Chernea outside the window, barely able to breathe, Riorem slowly knelt before her.

Only then did her golden eyes look at him. 

Although that had never happened once in Felbiche Palace, now they could meet eyes naturally.

That fact made his lower body ache painfully.

“What do you want from me again?”

Riorem asked in a calm voice.

What kind of story was she trying to corner him with this time? Judging by how she even adjusted the lighting in the room to recreate that time, it was clear she intended to bring up some uncomfortable topic.

“And how…”

Riorem paused his breath for a moment.

The fact that she could reenact that moment meant she knew the young Riorem was watching her back then.

So, did she also vividly remember the time they spent together under the pouring moonlight?

He had never imagined she would know he was watching. 

That was why he often stood quietly holding the basin, killing time…

Chernea smiled as if reading the question mixed in his silence.

“Actually, I had no idea at all back then.”

“Then how did you prepare something like this?”

“When I thought about when you liked wearing that dress, I just remembered how you used to get hard every time I read a book.”

Riorem’s eyebrows twitched.

Seeing that, Chernea spoke playfully,

“If I had known, I would have read it with my shoulders bare. Then maybe you wouldn’t have been pleasuring yourself on my feet but on my shoulders instead.”

Riorem did not deny it. 

He thought that would have been true.

Instead of answering, he slipped his hand between the soft fabric and grasped Chernea’s shin.

Starting from below, his touch slowly moved up her leg — to her knee, her thigh, and finally her waist.

The sensation of the soft, thin fabric wrapping over Chernea’s skin was arousing.

If he had been able to touch her body over a dress as delicate as butterfly wings like this when she was young… he might have rubbed himself against the dress instead of the towel used to wipe her feet.

Luckily, he didn’t need to hold back now.

Riorem pulled Chernea’s waist tightly and unbuttoned his pants with one hand.

His already hard member sprang up instantly as soon as the button was undone.

“So, what story did you want to tell me?”

Riorem buried his cheek into the soft fabric. 

Feeling Chernea’s thigh pressing on his face, his member twitched.

He started gently stroking the shaft he was holding. 

Watching him with satisfaction, Chernea spoke.

“I was thinking of temporarily moving our residence to the capital.”

“That’s not possible.”

“Isn’t there nothing wrong with that? I heard there’s a townhouse in the capital.”

“Still, no.”

A heavy whisper came from a man who sounded like a pervert pleasuring himself while burying his nose in a dress.

“It’s dangerous.”

“It’s not perfectly safe even now, is it? Besides, if we’re in the capital, more people will come into contact with us, and maybe enemies will compete with each other.”

Chernea pressed her bare foot hard against Riorem’s thigh — she wasn’t even wearing slippers.

Riorem gripped his root tightly.

“There are that many risk factors… It’s difficult to control entry like at Dynamis Castle, and more importantly…”

Riorem exhaled.

“Prince Alpheios can come to visit too easily.”

For some time now, Alpheios hadn’t appeared in front of Chernea. 

But he still showed up well enough in front of Riorem after entering the castle.

Although he stopped begging the king for Chernea, he continued to irritate people relentlessly.

It was impossible to completely block the prince’s visits, so his access to Dynamis Castle was still allowed.


When the prince came to Dynamis Castle, they could at least stall by checking his identity.

But if they moved to the capital, they wouldn’t be able to stop even brief midnight visits.

‘She can’t be unaware of that.’

Yet there was only one reason she might want that.
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What Chernea was anticipating was something more dangerous than Alpheios’s visit.

At that moment, Chernea’s bare foot pressed firmly against the inner thigh muscle of Riorem.

A sudden jolt.

The unexpected stimulation caused pre-ejaculate to gush out from the tip of his penis.

Chernea pressed down on Riorem’s thigh several more times with her foot.

“You’ll feel better too. No matter how close Dynamis is to the royal palace, it can’t compare to walking around within the same city.”

“That doesn’t really matter, ugh.”

Her pale toes lightly pressed on his testicles. 

Because of that, the semen pooled inside nearly escaped through the urethra.

Riorem clenched his teeth. Chernea smiled sweetly.

“Now that I think about it, you can also go shopping yourself. Besides the dress salon, there must be lots of shoe and hat workshops.”

“Even so, isn’t it more comfortable to have someone call for you?”

“That may be, but going to see things yourself has its own fun, right? I heard a rumor that when lovers come to buy clothes and get hot, they put up a curtain and leave the place. I’m curious if that’s really true.”

“Where on earth do you… hear these things?”

This time Chernea didn’t answer.

Her foot, which had been slowly creeping closer, finally touched the base of his penis. 

The soft sole, without even the smallest callus, rubbed against the shaft and then pressed firmly.

His erect penis was crushed against his stiff abs.

“Ah, ugh…”

“I’m still not sure exactly who has sided with the Empire, but if they get easier access to me, they’ll quickly start infighting. They could lure me without going through the kingdom’s people.”

“But, absolutely… no. There are more people in the royal capital who are hostile to me, haa.”

“Hmm… really no, Riorem?”

Her sole rubbed against his shaft like grinding against a pillar.

Riorem felt his mind turn completely blank. 

The pleasure rising from his lower body was one thing… but the fact that his most important part was being treated so insignificantly stirred a masochistic pleasure inside him.

The tip of his penis kept leaking a thin stream of fluid.

Riorem buried his face in the soft fabric and gasped for breath. 

Maybe it was because of Chernea’s scent filling his lungs, but his mind became increasingly dazed.

Somewhere inside his head, a voice seemed to be yelling that he shouldn’t listen to Chernea’s words any longer, but his body was already soaked in pleasure.

Finally, a heat exploded inside Riorem. 

Semen shot out, wetting his abs where the head of his penis had been pressed, the carpet, Chernea’s foot, and the hem of her dress.

“Ha, haa.”

Riorem barely caught his breath, trembling from the aftereffects.

Chernea watched him quietly, then asked again in a much gentler tone than before.

“At least for this month, can’t you spend time in the townhouse?”

Riorem let out a hollow laugh at her sweet voice. Instead of replying, he pulled Chernea’s waist, seating her delicate body on his thigh.

His lover, trapped in his arms, looked up at him.

Riorem held Chernea’s waist tightly. 

Only after making sure she couldn’t move did he press their lips together.

Had Chernea also become aroused from what just happened? The flesh pressing against him was hot and soft.

He gently pressed her lower lip with his upper teeth.

 Chernea’s tongue came out to meet his parted lips.

Riorem sweetly sucked on the small tongue and pulled Chernea deep into his embrace.

Her ample, soft body was crushed against his chest.

The softest skin of this woman whose entire body was like a dream.

Chernea, pressed under his firm chest, gasped for breath. 

It was a sign of feeling suffocated, but Riorem’s arms only held her tighter.

Their tongues tangled fiercely.

Despite biting and swallowing as if to devour her, Chernea was not easily overwhelmed. 

Because of that, their kisses always grew rougher than sex itself.

Her thick tongue filled his mouth and penetrated his throat. 

After thoroughly stirring the inside, the tongue withdrew, swallowing everything — Chernea’s breath, heat, even a drop of saliva.

Their prolonged indulgence was briefly interrupted as Riorem entered inside Chernea.

With a wet squelch, his penis was swallowed between her heavily soaked mounds. 

Riorem thrust his hips up as if adjusting his position, and was fully buried inside her in an instant.

“Huh, ah…”

Chernea parted her lips and exhaled.

Perhaps because of the seated position where they held each other, the penetration felt especially deep today.

At that moment, Riorem grabbed Chernea’s hips.

His thick, hard hands squeezed and kneaded the firm flesh of her buttocks, twisting her white hips back and forth for a long time.

Riorem shook his hips forcefully inside her.

Gasp.

Chernia swallowed her breath against gravity as the stimulation surged up from below.

Thus began the violent movement. 

Chernia trembled like a small bird, chirping. 

Love juices dripped down along their grinding junctures.

Her already exceptionally thin and delicate clothing grew damp and clung transparently to her skin.

Looking down at Chernia like this evoked a strange feeling.

The Chernia in his arms now was clearly the figure of a mature woman. 

Yet, perhaps because of her state, Riorem kept recalling her former self.

The second princess of Peroa, whom he, as a lowly commoner, could only ever steal glances at unless summoned.

That such a woman was in his arms, taking his cock.

Even though he’d thrust hundreds of times already, this situation felt newly astonishing.

“…Do you like it?”

Me.

And the pleasure I can give you.

Even to this incoherent question, Chernia nodded without hesitation.

At that moment, something that had been preheating since he entered the room boiled over at once.

It was a question he’d asked several times before, yet now, everything in this room reminded him of the past, causing long-simmering desire to bubble up fiercely.

Riorem wrapped Chernia’s legs around his waist. 

Then he stood up right there.

Suddenly suspended in mid-air, Chernia, seemingly startled, wrapped her arms tightly around his neck.

His lower abdomen ached intensely.

That this woman, who wouldn’t bat an eye even if someone died, clung to him so desperately… that fact excited Riorem.

He gently supported Chernia’s buttocks and took a step.

Perhaps because of the position, or because her insides were too wet. 

With every step he took, his pillar slipped out.

No matter how hard he pulled the buttocks he held in both hands, it was the same. 

In the end, Riorem simply thrust upward while standing.

Thrust.

Plunge.

Deep.

Plunge.

“Hahk! Nnngh, ugh…”

Chernia, held in his arms, moaned, her voice catching.

It seemed she couldn’t bear the cock driving deep inside her as her body rose and fell.

Chernia trembled violently and struggled, but Riorem didn’t stop.

He slammed against her inner walls, forcing his cock to its limit, and moved forward.

Walking like that made his steps unbearably slow. 

With each step, far slower than usual, love juices dripped down, drip, drip.

“Hah, haaah, ah…”

Chernia gasped, her mouth hanging open.

They had only taken a few steps, yet she had already climaxed several times.

The vibrations transmitted with each step, the pressure amplified by her own weight and gravity, seemed to feel excessively stimulating.

On the path from the chair to the bed, the love juices Chernia spilled formed a trail like a guide line.

Even after leaking so much fluid, Chernia kept getting wetter. 

When he thrust as if scraping her inner walls, she even squirted with a squelch.

‘So lewd…’

Riorem bent down and swallowed her lips. 

During this, Chernia, who had climaxed again, trembled pitifully.

After repeating this several times, the two finally reached the bed.

But Riorem didn’t let her down easily. His walking hadn’t ended in the first place.

Chernia sobbed as she dangled. Whether it was painful to be penetrated so deeply, pressing against her

insides while suspended in air, her moans now mingled with cries.


Still, Riorem didn’t soothe Chernia. 

Instead, each time her breath hitched and grew ragged, he slammed his hips fiercely, sending her beyond the peak.

Then he continued walking.

The place where Riorem finally put Chernia down was the large windowsill at the end of the bedroom.
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The woman’s body, drained of energy, stretched out against the glass window. 

Her shoulders trembled slightly as she bumped into the window frame.

Suddenly, her blue eyes looked over Chernea’s shoulder. 

Outside the coloured glass, she could see the pitch-black night sky.

Once, Riorem was part of that darkness.

Unless Chernea called him, he was no different from the furniture filling the palace. 

He had a human body, but he couldn’t really be called a person.

He was like the night air, whose presence was uncertain.

So all he could do was steal glances at Chernea reading a book in the room. 

He couldn’t knock on the window or get any closer.

But now, he was holding her tightly in his arms.

Facing the night sky dotted with stars, he thrust himself deep inside her and indulged in her exquisitely beautiful body.

In a strange afterglow, Riorem spread Chernea’s legs. 

Then he pushed his hips forward again.

He opened her tight lower lips and thrust into her greedily.

‘Ah…’

The outline of his pillar bulged out on her flat stomach. 

Every time the tip of his penis scraped against her wrinkles and plunged deep inside her, her inner walls trembled.

Her vagina, already dripping with saliva and slippery, squeezed him tightly. 

Then it poured out more moisture.

Like saliva dripping when you try to swallow something too big in one bite.

Squish, squish.

With the sound of water, his testicles were crushed as he thrust downward. 

Chernea generously accepted him all the way.

‘Huh, ah, ah, ah, ah.’

Chernea moaned. 

Her whole body trembled from the relentless movements pounding her womb.

The dress, soaked in sweat and bodily fluids, clung sticky to her bare skin.

Riorem stared at the scene as if to etch it into his eyes. 

At the same time, he pressed firmly against the back of her womb.

That’s it.

The inner walls, pushed to their limit, tightly enveloped him. 

The sensation of ejaculation surged instantly.

Pfft, pfft.

Drops of fluid splattered everywhere, trickling down the window sill.

The inner walls began to convulse again.

As he neared climax, Riorem rubbed his cock against the thickened cervix.

That wasn’t enough, so he showered Chernea with kisses again.

The forceful movements repeated several times.

Finally, Riorem buried his glans deep inside, as deep as he could go.

The semen that had been building up was released, heating up the urethra. 

The female body, restrained in the muscular arms, twitched.

Riorem buried his nose in Chernea’s fragrant hair and thought to himself.

‘Still, I can’t agree to go to the capital.’

He tried to persuade her several more times after that day, but Riorem’s answer remained the same. 

No matter what, she refused to move to the capital.

Of course, he had no intention of giving in just because Riorem was adamantly opposed.

Teumesia, who had heard a rough account of what had happened at the salon demonstration, agreed that it would be better to show the enemy a weakness.

‘If Prince Alpheios has truly allied with the empire, it would certainly be easier to keep an eye on him that way. They want to take you to the empire, but the prince wants to keep you by his side.’

Recalling that matter-of-fact, emotionless voice made me feel calm as well.

We decided to keep what happened at the salon a secret from Riorem for now. 

If he found out, the next demonstration would definitely be cancelled.

The salon demonstration we had protected was held today.

Riorem could only see half of the prepared dresses. 

It was a last-minute appointment, so he couldn’t be there with me because he had to cancel his original work schedule.

So I asked them to place the neat dresses that he would like at the front and prepare the dresses that I liked at the back.

I decided to look at the rest of the dresses that Riorem couldn’t see with Teumesia.

Teumesia couldn’t hide her bored expression.

She was a woman who preferred pants to dresses in the first place, and her tastes were completely different from mine.

The three fake employees didn’t threaten me today.

They just asked me if I had spoken to Riorem on the stone tablet, and then helped me change my clothes like ordinary dress shop clerks.

I was on high alert, ready to deal with any weapon they might pull out, but nothing happened

It was strange behaviour. 

They said they would contact me again later, so I wondered if they were planning to review their strategy.

The problem arose after the journalists Riorem had assigned left with the salon staff who had finished their work.

‘…Don’t you smell something strange?’

The maid who was helping me put my original clothes back on asked.

Come to think of it, there had been a strange smell since earlier. 

It was similar to the scent of flowers, but the more I smelled it,

the more my chest felt tight.

At first, I thought maybe they had sprayed strong perfume on the dress. 

However, even after the dress was completely removed,

I realised that the smell was still lingering, and I felt a sense of crisis.

At that moment, Teumesia got up from her seat and headed toward the door. 

It seemed like she was going to ventilate the room.

But the door wouldn’t open.

Teumesia’s face hardened as she jiggled the doorknob a few more times and then knocked on the door.

But it was no use.

There was no sign of anyone outside, just silence.

‘…Ah, I’m going crazy.’

Teumesia muttered a curse and tried to push open the window, but it wouldn’t open, as if it had been glued shut.

Meanwhile, the maid had found the source of the smell.

“Miss, this is…,

There was a strange object inside the side table where the staff had been packing their belongings. 

It was a soft, unbreakable ball, and smoke was seeping out of the tiny holes in it.

I knew what it was. 

It was a ball made of soft, fire-resistant reindeer skin, used to burn incense inside for a long time. 

Above all, it was a special product of the empire.

I shouted instinctively.

‘Don’t touch it. Don’t breathe in the smoke either.’

At my words, the maid pushed it back into the depths of the iron drawer. 

Covering her mouth with a handkerchief, she looked at Teumesia.

‘Is there a poisonous herb that can harm people if they breathe in the smoke for a couple of hours?’

Teumesia, who had been frowning, replied.

‘…There are too many of those.’

Upon hearing that, I immediately tore down the wall clock. 

The iron clock was very heavy, but not too heavy to lift.

I looked at the two of them and asked.

‘I remember the study was on the right. Is that right?’

‘Yes?’

‘The room with the secret passage.’

‘Yes… that’s right.’

As soon as I heard that, I slammed the grandfather clock against the wall. 

The wooden wall was deeply dented.

The maid, who had witnessed my action, was startled and let out a small scream.

However, Teumesia, who seemed to have thought of the same thing as me, immediately picked up the fireplace poker and came over. 

Then she began to help me break down the wall I was smashing.

The maid also brought a wooden mallet and joined in.

Despite the noise, it was still quiet outside. 

Someone should have come to check on the situation inside,

but no one did.

“No one will come. I’ll keep going until it’s done.”

I thought as I struck the same spot again with the broken clock.

That was why they were focusing on the wall instead of the easier-to-break door. 

In this situation, going out into the hallway would likely lead to encountering another prepared conspiracy.

Crack.

Finally, the wooden plywood broke, creating a hole in the wall.

We emerged into the study through that hole. 

Perhaps because the door had always been locked since it was converted into a meeting room, the room looked exactly the same as it did during the last meeting.

I gestured to Teumesia and the maid.

‘Bring some furniture to block the hole.’

I had used too much force to break the wall and didn’t have the strength to move it myself. 

The two of them

obediently dragged a bookcase over and blocked the hole we had come through.

Meanwhile, I waited for them in front of the device that opened the secret passage.

Teumesia ran quickly and activated the device on the other side.

The door opened, and we immediately entered. 

The maid seemed a little surprised by the sudden appearance of the dark passageway,

but she quickly regained her composure and followed us.


‘I didn’t plan on using this, but somehow we ended up here.’

Teumesia snorted at my words.

‘That’s why we had the salon demonstration in that room, right? Why did we use that empty room instead of the normal reception room?’

‘Well, that’s why I changed the clock to a steel one.’
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We quickly passed through the corridor.

The end of the passage was structured exactly like the entrance. 

It was a door that could be easily opened from the inside, but required two different mechanisms to open from the outside.

I opened the exit and dashed out first. Looking around, I asked the two people who had followed me:

“Where are we?”

“It looks like the back of the stables,” the maid answered first. 

I nodded slightly.

Of course. A logical structure that provides the fastest means of escape for secret passage users.

I looked between the two of them and asked,

“Who can ride a horse?”

“…I can, sort of.”

“I can’t, my lady.”

As expected, it seemed I was the only one who could ride properly.

“Alright. Since I’m the target anyway, it’s better for me to move alone.”

We quietly checked inside the stables. 

It seemed to be rest time— the stable doors were open, and the stablehands were nowhere in sight.

While Teumesia fetched a horse, I used the maid’s headscarf to cover my hair.

“I’m not going far, but you never know.”

I put my foot in the stirrup and quickly mounted the horse. 

Then I asked Teumesia for confirmation.

“You said Riorem is at the military training ground right now, right?”

“Yes. He’s probably in the barracks. Because of today’s meeting… That’s why I’ve been through all this…”

Teumesia suddenly furrowed her brow.

“…A matter regarding patrols along the fortress walls was urgently raised, and that’s why they said they couldn’t cancel the meeting.”

“Oh.”

I let out a small sigh of admiration. 

Teumesia rubbed her forehead and sighed.

“They lured the general out on purpose. That means there’s at least one person among the retainers who’s joined their side.”

“Can you find out who?”

“Yes, I’ll investigate thoroughly.”

“Good. Hide well until Riorem returns.”

I pulled the reins and turned the horse’s head toward the training ground. 

The moment I nudged its side, the excited horse raised its front legs and shot off like an arrow.

The training ground was located a short distance from the estate.

I could’ve walked, but in a situation where I didn’t know who had sided with the enemy, it was better to move quickly even if it drew attention.

The citizens of the territory, curious about the woman galloping through the capital, poked their heads out to look at me.

But since arriving at the estate, I had hardly ever left my bedroom. 

No one would recognize me as the Lady of Peroa.

Even after entering the training ground, I didn’t slow down, heading straight for the barracks.

Here, attracting attention on purpose might help me meet Riorem faster.

Fortunately, my efforts paid off quickly. Soldiers started shouting and chasing after me.

Soon, even the knights inside the barracks ran outside.

Among them was a man with a head noticeably taller than the rest.

I charged straight at him. 

Everyone yelled, trying to stop the horse, but the man who was actually being threatened didn’t budge.

Whinny!

The horse reared up with a snort and stopped right in front of him.

Riorem spoke.

“It’s been a while since I’ve seen you ride.”

“Do I still ride well?”

“Yes.”

Riorem reached out and wrapped his arm around my waist.

I fell straight into his arms. 

Only then did the knights realize who I was, and one by one, they stepped back in shock.

At that moment, a voice like something crawling up from hell echoed in my ears.

“Who…”

A voice, endlessly low and growling.

“Who did something… to you?”

A chilling gleam flickered in his blue eyes.

The salon’s designer had reportedly returned directly to her boutique in the capital.

Since she normally left post-show cleanup to her staff, no one thought anything strange when she said she’d be returning a bit late.

The knights who had escorted the staff were all found dead, clearing them of suspicion.

The retainer who had insisted on Riorem attending today’s meeting was soon caught as well.

He tried to commit suicide with poison, but was knocked unconscious by Riorem before he could.

Meanwhile, three fake salon staff suspected of being imperial spies were never found.

Their clean disappearance only further confirmed the existence of an insider accomplice.

Somehow, I had a feeling that a clash with the ones who sent them wasn’t far off.

Teumesia and the maid were placed under the protection of Riorem’s personal knights, and I returned to my bedroom in Riorem’s arms.

As expected, I got severely scolded for hiding the fact that I’d been threatened by spies at the showcase.

They say I cried non-stop all night.

Riorem couldn’t raise his voice at me or punish me physically… So it was all inevitable.

To put it simply, the only one who wasn’t okay was Riorem.

He struggled for quite some time to recover from the fact that I had been in danger—and that all of it had happened within his own mansion.

It might have been a heartless move, but I didn’t let the opportunity pass.

I held Riorem in my arms as he sat, his face hardened in deep thought, and whispered my intentions.

“Judging by how drastically the situation changed, it’s clear there’s a split on their side.
When things get this urgent, if they get the chance to easily make contact with me during negotiations…
wouldn’t they show themselves?”

It wasn’t a lie.

Just last week, they had tried to lure both me and Riorem to the border.

But this time, they ignored Riorem and only tried to kill me.

There had clearly been a disagreement about how to deal with the “Princess of Peroa.”

In such a situation, if meeting me became easier, more spies would surely crawl out.

After insisting on that argument, I eventually moved into a townhouse on the hill above the capital.

Today marked exactly one week since I began staying there.

Life in the royal capital wasn’t bad.

Riorem stayed longer in bed but came home earlier, always carrying some trendy dish in hand.

Once, he even came back with the crown prince in tow.

Letters and gifts poured in endlessly—some suspicious notes from people hiding their identities, others were ordinary invitations to social gatherings.

And occasionally, there were people who wanted to meet me—for Riorem’s sake.

The current situation surrounding Riorem was nasty.

Normally, he should have quietly obeyed the king’s orders and gone off to a remote outpost.

But Riorem clung to the capital and didn’t budge an inch.

“Does he think he’s a real noble now?”

“He must feel secure, clinging to the crown prince.”

“He’s just become lazy, chasing after a woman.”

All sorts of slanders were being thrown at Riorem.

And all of it was intentional.

If public opinion turned against him, fewer people would side with him.

So those who wanted to keep Riorem in the capital—like the crown prince’s retainers, or people who hated Alpheios—came to me.

Of course, I turned them all down.

It was better to keep scheming with the crown prince than to provoke Riorem’s jealousy by meeting with those people.

…Or so I thought.

I stared blankly at the name of the person requesting a meeting.

Someone who had sent a bouquet of red roses and wanted to meet me immediately.

Alpheios tu Arete.

“He really came to see me in this situation?”

Honestly, I was impressed.

Since I had moved into the capital, which was basically Alpheios’s territory, I had half-expected him to recklessly try to meet me.

Still, I didn’t think he’d be bold enough to openly seek contact while colluding with the Empire.

“If he had any brains, he wouldn’t do something to provoke his allies.”

Lately, I hadn’t heard of Alpheios causing trouble, which made me all the more suspicious.

The old Alpheios would’ve done anything to claim me before I was elevated to princess status.

Like kidnapping me and forcing me to bear his child, for example.

If I had a child, it would be considered royal blood of Arete.

Alpheios would absolutely use that as leverage to blackmail the Empire.

Of course, that could plunge Arete into war—

But from Alpheios’s point of view, war wasn’t something to be avoided; it was something to welcome.


“Since he hadn’t gone that far, I figured even Alpheios didn’t want a full-scale war with the Empire…”

And yet, after lying low all this time, Alpheios now came to see me.

Something was bound to happen if we met.

And on top of that…
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‘Looks like they’ve managed to firmly tie Riorem down.’

The distance between this townhouse and the royal capital, where Riorem is probably working, is only 20 to 30 minutes on horseback.

And yet, for someone to boldly knock on the mansion door like this—it could only mean something had happened to Riorem.

It felt certain that he wouldn’t be able to return while all this was going on.

Teumesa’s maid must have thought the same. 

She kept glancing at me with worry as she helped me get dressed.

Instead of reassuring her, I reminded her again:

“Don’t let your guard down until your feet are inside the royal capital. Getting in and out of the carriage is the most dangerous time—so be extra careful.”

“…Yes, my lady.”

The maid nodded with a tense expression.

‘While I keep Alpheios occupied, the crown prince must be brought here.’

I headed alone to the first-floor drawing room.

A strange silence hung over the first floor. 

The air was thick with tension, as if something could explode at any moment. 

The servants looked around nervously.

The hallway to the drawing room was filled entirely with Alpheios’s knights. 

The mansion’s own staff had essentially been pushed out into the hall.

‘They’re not even trying to avoid looking suspicious.’

Thinking that, I stopped in front of a familiar knight—the same one who always glared at me whenever I ignored Alpheios at Dynamis Castle.

I smiled sweetly at him.

“Could you move aside, please?”

The knight flicked his eyes toward a narrow path next to him.

But I ignored it and simply held his gaze.

I wanted to waste time—and I wanted to watch him swallow his pride.

The knight remained unmoving.

Still smiling, I slapped him across the face.

Then I calmly repeated the same words to the man whose head had just whipped to the side in shock:

“Could you move aside, please?”

“…What the hell—”

Smack.

Another slap sent his head spinning again.

“Did I ever say you could speak? I told you to move.”

The knight glared at me. 

His face flushed with humiliation and rage.

But unless he moved, I had only one course of action left.

Smack!

This time, I hit him even harder. 

Blood finally trickled down from the corner of his mouth.

“Oh, so now that you’re a princess thanks to the Empire, you’re feeling high and mighty? You’re still just a puppet.”

To that, I whispered sweetly:

“And you think Alpheios will appreciate your loyalty for letting this happen? Or do you think he’ll be furious at you for the delay?”

“If you understand that, then step aside. I said I’m going in to see your master.”

The knight ground his teeth.

He was already displeased with Alpheios’s obsession with me, and now, after enduring this humiliation, he was clearly seething.

But the reality was that he couldn’t deny my words.

At last, the knight stepped aside.

‘That should’ve created enough of a distraction.’

I thought of my maid.

No one would stay calm after seeing their fellow knight get slapped for no reason.

This man was likely quite high-ranking, seeing how close he was to Alpheios and how openly he showed hostility toward me.

And I’d just slapped him until he bled. 

The other knights would be too enraged by the scene to notice one maid slipping quietly down to the basement.

I stood before the drawing room door.

Again, I waited without a word until Alpheios’s knights opened it for me.

Eventually, one of them, unable to endure it any longer, opened the door with a twisted expression.

As I stepped inside, I could feel sharp, dagger-like stares stabbing into my back.

‘This is almost too easy.’

I didn’t know if Alpheios still considered me a noble lady or a lowborn slave.

But even if he treated me like a slave, that was a right reserved for Prince Alpheios—

Not for some knight who dared to barge into Riorem Velic’s townhouse.

‘No way Alpheios would ever let a subordinate overstep like that.’

Thinking it was a very convenient situation, I crossed the short hallway and stepped into the drawing room—

And immediately caught a strange scent in the air.

No, it’s not weird. 

I didn’t know I would smell it here.

“Ugh, uh… alas, Cherny. Ugh.”

I stared at the view before my eyes.

The beautiful furniture that adorned the drawing room was all tainted with grayish milk.

Screech.

Thang!

At the same time, the door closed behind my back.

I stared down at the man who was sitting on the table waving his paper.

“You’re crazy.”

I didn’t think of anything more.

“You’re much healthier than I thought, Alpheios.”

“Ugh… Oh, it’s cheap…!”

At the same time as the meaningless notice, the shiny ears poured out semen. 

A stream of water poured over the narrow table and stool onto the carpet on the floor.

At this point, I had no choice but to express my honest appreciation.

“Was it that? Zoru.”

“If you put up with it, ah… even two hours. Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.”

Alpheios shook the swollen paper again.

Come to think of it, there was something wrapped in his hand. 

It was covered with semen a crumpled cloth.

“Is it that?”

I remembered the day I was reunited with Alpheios at Arete Castle.

The day he returned from the hunting ground where he had been invited by the crown prince. 

Alpheios was a slave of Riorem.

I tried to commit myself.

Then I found out who I was when I took off the head covering I was wearing.

‘Come to think of it, I don’t think I picked up the hair cover that was taken away at the time.’

I crumpled my eyebrows without realizing it.

It made me sick to think that I was the source of alpeiose’s non-drying semen.

I took a step back and stood outside the carpet, because there seemed to be no place other than here where Alpheios’s milk had not been smeared.

“It doesn’t look like you came to propose like last time. If you’re here to celebrate your time
Why don’t you go back, Alphieos?”

Squeeze it. Squeeze it.

The sound of water rose from the bubbling bed of milk bubbles.

When I said it, Alpheios showed his teeth and laughed.

“Ugh, hmm… come on, talk to me, hahah, ahh… do you, Cherni.”

“Hmm. You know I only like pretty things, don’t you?”

“What about my semen?”

“Will it be pretty?”

The rascal laughed.

“Where are you?”

“Well… I’ll shut up for our long friendship.”

Alpeios’ hands stopped at the words. 

“You’re a poor fellow.”

Alpheios was brainwashed.

Seeing that, I was troubled. 

It was fortunate that Alpheios revealed his true nature.

But, I don’t know where he’s angry.

You need to know for sure what he’s angry about to be able to provoke him properly.

Alfeios, his face twisted violently, stopped self-defense and walked over to me.

Every time he moved, it was cheap, but the flat-rate ground shook.

Chin.

Alpheios’ two arms pushed me against the wall and locked me up.

“You’re relaxed. Is it because you think he’ll save you?”

“Well, this is my house. I’ll hear from you, so you’ll be back soon.”

“Really?”

Alpheios pulled up the corners of his mouth.

His eyes glowed with sweat under his blonde hair.

“Then I’ll have to do my job before the landlord comes.”

As soon as I finished talking, Alpheios grabbed my hair. I’ll rip off my scalp

Alpheios, who gave strength to his grip as if he had, laughed brutally.

“A long time ago, my friends told me how long it would take to take a step back to the 2nd princess of Peroa We discussed it. We’ll finally find out.”

The words made me laugh without realizing it.

“You’ve had friends before, Alpheio.”

At the same time as I was finishing my speech, I felt the pain of the skin on my head being squeezed out.

Alpheios shook my hand holding my hair.

I was rolling around on the floor without a moment to resist. 

The rolling feeling was very dirty.

Ttuk-tuk-tuk-tuk-tuk-tuk.

Alpheios’ shoes came before me.

Soon after, he sat down with his legs folded, and he came out looking at me.


“I like it a little bit now.”

I faced a pair of red eyes that glowed in an insidious light.

“Really… I want to hit you.”

I clenched my fists to repress my impulses.
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Of course, there was no way a normal woman’s body could defeat a soldier trained like Alpheios.

But at least there would be one chance.

Men always overlook where I can hurt them.

“Besides, I have the pendant that Teumesia gave me.”

Still, for now, I had to suppress the impulse to blow Alpheios’ head off.

I didn’t want to lose the chance the internal enemy came to me on their own feet, nor did I want to see

Alpheios’ mocking face again just because I missed it.

I took a deep breath and curled my lips.

“What if you soak it all the way to the floor? It’ll be all sticky every time you walk.”

“Haha, are you changing the subject? Even like this, you still care about your pride?”

Alpheios tapped my cheek lightly. 

The secretion on his hand smeared thickly on my cheek.

“Hmm? Why no answer, my dear?”

“Even in this situation, you’re still hard? You must be seriously frustrated, Alpheo. I thought you matured since you were hiding to avoid returning to the front lines.”

… Now you want to be treated like a princess? Seriously funny.

I sneered.

“You ask why I don’t answer, but you’re the one who immediately changes the subject.”

Still, it wasn’t a bad sign.

Alpheios was a man who had lived as a predator all his life. 

He had hardly ever been the weaker one.

People like him like to toy with their captured prey and flaunt their victories, especially when their pride is threatened.

“If you’re going to keep it bottled up like this, why don’t you just go back to the front lines? You said you’d shoot right away every time you lose your head.”

“For whose sake?”

The hand that had been tapping my cheek now grabbed my chin tightly.

“If I’m at war, you’ll definitely be flirting with that bastard. Why would I do something good for you guys?”

“Alpheios, it’s your negligence that caused Arete to lose its front-line commander. That’s your country.”

“Who cares.”

Alpheios twisted his face.

Then, as if remembering something, he squeezed my chin hard. 

My lips parted reflexively.

Alpheios’ eyes looked inside my mouth.

“Now that I think about it, the noble Peroa princess has never sucked a man’s dick, right?”

I somehow already knew what was coming next.

“There’s a rumor that you’re always the one getting sucked but never doing the sucking. Would I be the first if I put it in here?”

“Or did that slave bastard do it first?”

At that moment, the dick that had been resting on Alpheios’ thigh twitched and lifted its head.

I clenched my fist tightly. 

It was hard to resist the urge to crush that piece of flesh. 

I must have some patience after all.

I spoke with a calm, controlled voice.

“There’s no need for me to see a man just to suck him off, right? There are plenty of men willing to gladly accept even my toes.”

“So that means if I eat here, I’ll be your first man? What an honor.”

Alpheios chuckled and stood up from his seat. 

Then he shoved his dick into my face.

“Bite it.”

“Huh? You want to get hit again, Cherni?”

“What kind of confidence lets you shove this in my mouth? What will you do if I bite your dick off?”

“…What?”

“That’s right. Once it falls off, there’s no going back. To give a prick made of just blood and flesh instead of bone and teeth to a dog-like creature like you.”

“There’s probably no other foolish animal but humans that stick their precious parts into dangerous places just to feel good for a moment. So I guess you really are human. What a relief.”

“Crazy bitch.”

Before Alpheios could strike, I clenched my teeth tightly and pretended to bite something.

Click.

The sound of my upper and lower teeth clashing made Alpheios flinch.

His half-erect dick also immediately went limp.

“I wonder if we’ve arrived at the palace by now.”

I estimated the time in my mind. 

So far, I had managed to endure with just my tongue, but I wasn’t sure about the future.

Alpheios’ patience seemed to be reaching its limit.

“Maybe I should try to coax him a little.”

I first moved away from the dick pressed right in front of my face.

“Since you’re so confident, it looks like Riorem must be in a situation where he can’t move for a while.”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

Seeming pleased with the topic, Alpheios answered with a more relaxed expression.

“He won’t come back until I’ve got your belly swollen.”

“Oh dear, Alpheios. Babies don’t just appear instantly. If you keep barging in like this, why do you think there’s still no child between Riorem and me?”

“Maybe that bastard’s cum quality is crap.”

Hmm… It was really hard to tolerate such inferiority-complex nonsense.

Alpheios grinned and started to get hard again. 

Fortunately, the mention of Riorem seemed to have truly caught his interest.

“To be honest, this is your chance. As you said, that bastard has no heir. When he dies, his territory and wealth will be returned to the state, right? Wouldn’t it be better to find somewhere to entrust your body before then?”

Riorem, who had led the kingdom’s army to a series of victories in large battles, was now practically the core of Arete’s military strength with Alpheios gone.

Predicting his death was no different from predicting Arete’s defeat.

I quietly looked up at Alpheios’ face.

Their country was fighting on the border with the empire.

In such a situation, the only type of person who thinks about rewards while assuming the country’s defeat is one and the same.

The one who sold his own country to the enemy.

“So, you really did side with the empire.”

“Ah, you noticed?”

Alpheios chuckled softly.

“I took you in, and they got that bastard’s death. Thanks to that, I even have the leisure to chat with you like this.”

Alpheios gestured theatrically, as if he were a man madly in love.

Honestly, having once had even a little interaction with him, I couldn’t help but offer some advice.

“No matter what, how can you sell your own country, Alpheo.”

“It’s funny hearing that from you. You rolled around with the enemy who destroyed your homeland!”

“Well, having done it first, I can give advice, can’t I? It’s not as easy as you think. Stop before you become untouchable.”

Alpheios raised his arm as if to say he didn’t want to hear it.

His palm was about to strike my cheek.

Thud-thud-thud-thud-thud.

The ground outside shook with a rumbling sound.

Sensing it, Alpheios lifted his head and looked out the terrace.

‘Now.’

I pulled out an old pen from under my skirt and, without hesitation, stabbed it into Alpheios’s thigh.

“Argh!”

He screamed in pain.

The door, which had been closed the entire time, suddenly flung open.

Several knights drew their swords and rushed into the parlor.

But it was already too late. The needle protruding from the pen’s cap had already pierced Alpheios’s vein.

Poison was surely being injected through that path.

At the same time, other knights broke the glass door of the terrace and stormed in. 

Judging by the emblem embroidered on their waistcloth, they were the crown prince’s knights.

“All traitors must drop their weapons and surrender!”

Alpheios’s guards, confused by the absence of their commander, were subdued one by one.

A knight cautiously approached and helped me to my feet, then looked around the disgusting scene in the parlor with horror.

“What on earth is this…?”

White stains were left on nearly all the furniture in the room, along with the stench of shaking bodily fluids.

The knights’ eyes were fixed on Alpheios, who was rolling on the floor — more precisely, on his genitals sprawled across the floor.

‘Shocking, indeed.’

I thought so as I brushed my disheveled hair back and adjusted my clothes.

Then I asked the knights,

“Would this count as caught-in-the-act?”

“Uh… yes, it appears so.”

I smirked and looked back at Alpheios.

I’d heard that the effect weakens on those who have trained their bodies. 

Luckily or unluckily, Alpheios was only paralyzed physically — his consciousness was still vivid.

I whispered into the ear of the fool lying on the floor, trembling pitifully.

“What did you say to me earlier, Alpheo? That I’d swell your belly?”

“Oh, and you also told me to bite your manhood. Even though I’m no longer Lady Peroa, I think that was too much to ask.”


The knights around me showed embarrassed expressions. 

It was a disgusting thing to hear from the lips of a noble lady.

But it was a scandalous remark perfectly fitting Prince Alpheios.

I stared down at him with blazing red eyes and continued speaking.
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“And before you grabbed my hair and swung me around, you said something… Ah, Peroa, you bet with those wastrels on how long it would take to back off from being the Second Princess?”

Laughter mixed in the voice.

I tore my gaze away from Alpheios and turned around.

Before I knew it, I locked eyes with the Crown Prince who had entered the parlor.

“I heard everything well. Is there any other testimony we should hear, Princess?”

Without hesitation, I opened my mouth.

“As a member of the royal family, could you take responsibility and restore the parlor to its original state? Before Riorem returns. This has gone beyond something I can brush off.”

“That sounds difficult,”

The Crown Prince gave a meaningful look at my words.

“Ah.”

I groaned softly.

“Could it be…?”

“Yes.”

The Crown Prince smiled awkwardly.

“My knights are holding him down hard over there, but probably not much longer.”

A sudden dizziness hit me.

No wonder Paletion Danos, the Crown Prince’s closest aide, wasn’t in sight.

“Hah.”

I sighed without realizing it.

I wasn’t afraid that Alpheios was rampaging, trying to assault me.

But knowing Riorem would find out was frightening.

Riorem probably wouldn’t get angry at me. 

He might punish me lightly, but it was certain that he himself would be the one truly upset.

Whether because he didn’t deal with Alpheios beforehand or failed to properly secure the mansion, he would blame himself for this happening.

That scared me.

I took heavy steps forward. 

A knight approached to escort me, but I declined.

I didn’t want Riorem to have even more reasons to be jealous.

“Where is he? Riorem?”

At my words, the Crown Prince pointed outside the terrace. 

Behind him, the night sky had already fallen.

I lightly greeted the Crown Prince and left the parlor.

Once outside, the cool night air poured in. 

I looked toward the front gate of the townhouse at the bottom of the hill. A few people were gathered there.

It was obvious to anyone that several people were blocking one person.

I moved quickly along the steep hill. 

My dress skirt smelled unpleasant from rolling on semen, but I ignored it and ran fast.

Because I wanted to hold Riorem soon.

Riorem was surrounded by knights, unable to pass the townhouse gate.

Paletion Danos was sweating heavily as he held him back.

As I descended the hill, the sound of their arguing grew closer.

“Move.”

“No, please… just calm down a bit, okay?”

A choked voice, holding back emotion.

I narrowed my eyes to see Riorem. 

I swallowed hard.

Riorem was covered in blood. 

Even from afar, the vivid red covering his body was clear.

I ran down the hill faster than I ever had in my life.

Hearing my footsteps, Riorem turned to look at me. 

He started running toward me too.

This time, the other knights didn’t try to stop him.

I kicked off as if leaping from the hill. 

The moment my body floated in the air, Riorem barely caught me.

I hugged his neck tightly. Riorem’s uniform was damp, smelling sharply of iron.

“Are you okay?”

A man covered head to toe in blood asked me. I couldn’t help but laugh bitterly.

‘Who is really asking who if they’re okay?’

Despite this state, worrying about my well-being first was endearingly foolish. 

So I hugged Riorem even tighter.

“I can’t say I’m completely fine.”

Riorem’s answer was left unsaid.

His hand grabbed a handful of my hair — tangled, torn, marked by someone’s grip.

“What did that man do to you?”

My voice was stiff as I asked.

As expected, Riorem didn’t show anger toward me. 

He only breathed quietly in a low tone.

I looked down at the eerily silent Riorem and thought,

‘I have to solve this first.’

I felt sorry for the Crown Prince who would want testimony about Alpheios’ betrayal, but for me, restoring

Riorem’s heart was more important than punishing Alpheios.

I tightened the arm around Riorem’s neck. 

Then I whispered near his pale, frightened ear.

“Alpheios smeared all the furniture in the parlor with his semen. The furniture, the carpet — everything soaked in his fluids.”

“And I rolled on that floor. Do you know what I want most now?”

Riorem’s Adam’s apple twitched hard.

‘Kick Alpheios who laid a hand on me’ or ‘Wash the traces of Alpheios off my body.’

Of course, Riorem chose to wash me.

“…Did I choose the right side?”

“Yes. You want to soak your body in the bathtub.”

“Understood.”

Riorem climbed the hill without hesitation. 

Thanks to his long legs, he was able to return to the townhouse building even faster than I had run.

No one could stop him moving at such a terrifying speed.

We arrived on the second floor in tense silence, reaching the bathroom that seemed isolated from all the chaos.

Riorem gently placed me into the marble bathtub.

He opened a warm ceramic container filled with hot bathwater and poured it all over my body.

The hardened sweat and filth were all washed away by the rushing water.

By the time even my underwear was thoroughly soaked, Riorem pulled the back of my neck.

His rough lips, cold perhaps from the blood, swallowed my breath. 

I tried to share warmth by rubbing my tongue against his chilly lips.

Fortunately, the warmth soon spread to Riorem as well. His slightly trembling shoulders gradually relaxed.

“Hmm…”

His hotter, wetter tongue slowly traced my palate.

When I gently bit the tip, the flesh changed shape and penetrated deep inside.

The movement swept through the delicate area near my throat, sending a shiver down my neck. 

The tickling pleasure rose from my cheekbones to my forehead and tingled across my nose.

How long did he explore inside me? His reddened lips stretched out a silver thread and slowly parted.

I gazed at Riorem with a dazed expression.

His face was much cleaner than before. 

The bloodstains had naturally been washed away by the wet hands I used to scrub him.

I asked in a half-drowned voice,

“Are you hurt?”

“No.”

Riorem bent down and bit my ear firmly.

I tilted my head back and smiled in satisfaction at the warm breath invading my ear canal.

I realized while kissing that not a single drop of blood flowed from Riorem’s skin.

He was just covered in countless amounts of other people’s blood.

“Were you worried?”

“Of course. You’re my lover.”

“Haha.”

Riorem laughed, his throat vibrating.

“You can’t hurt me with such clumsy knife work.”

His low voice tickled my ear like a whisper.

“…On the other hand, it’s far too easy to hurt you. Anyone could do it if they really wanted. Even an untrained maid, even bare-handed.”

“So are you going to hide me in a safe then?”

I gently stroked Riorem’s back.

A rough, irregular pulse passed through my palm. I caressed him hoping his heart would beat softly again.

“It’s okay.”

I whispered to Riorem.

“The only hard thing was listening to that scoundrel’s nonsense. Everything else was fine.”

“So in the end, you’ve been able to get rid of that man completely. In front of you, in front of me.”

He might somehow cover up the fact that he was caught trying to assault me.

But collaborating with the Empire to get rid of Riorem and claim me was something no excuse could justify. It was treason.

Meaning, this incident will allow us to cleanly remove Alpheios from Riorem’s life.


‘Of course, now that this has happened, Riorem should lead the expedition army…

The reason the deployment to the battlefield had been delayed until now was because it was originally Alpheios’ mission.

Even those who wanted to send Riorem away from the palace and get rid of him couldn’t easily push the matter, ignoring this fact.

But since Alpheios has come to a point where even his status could be stripped, there is only one choice left.’
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“How can I keep up?”

Thinking that, I pulled Riorem into my arms, and suddenly he spoke.

“Can this end it all?”

“Hm?”

“Is it all resolved by eliminating Alpheios? Or do we have to win at the borders too? Or… do we have to do something else again?”

The arms around my waist tightened.

“To make sure you never have to go through something like this again… What exactly do I have to do?”

I turned my head and looked at Riorem, who had already buried his face in my shoulder.

The answer to his question was: “This will not end it.”

Of course, if Alpheios is purged and the war against the Empire ends in victory, this chaotic situation would be settled.

But even so, the political calculations and conflicts surrounding Riorem and me wouldn’t be resolved.

After all, Riorem is a rising force who suddenly appeared and is viewed warily by the old nobility. 

And I am still the last heir to the ‘ownerless’ Duchy of Peroa.

Though the Empire is currently trying to use me, they might one day change their mind and try to get rid of me.

Probably, until I find someone acceptable to everyone as my master or until I die, I will be plagued by similar controversies all my life.

So, I didn’t want to answer Riorem’s question.

Because I didn’t want to remind him of the reality that, due to his background, he would never be fully recognized as the rightful “owner” of me.

But Riorem wasn’t foolish enough to not understand the meaning of my silence.

“This means something like this could happen again anytime, right?”

His cool voice echoed in the bathroom.

I felt the trembling of the man in my arms gradually subside.

Soon, he straightened his back, tightened his muscles, and took a deep breath.

Then Riorem spoke again.

“Understood. I clearly understand what I have to do.”

After saying that, Riorem kissed me again.

The kiss quickly ignited into passion. 

Riorem held me more roughly than usual, biting and stirring me.

I closed my eyes amid the relentless pleasure.

What exactly did he understand? What was he planning to do?

To erase all doubts and thoughts as Riorem wished, I surrendered my consciousness to the pleasure he gave.

From the next day, Riorem and I moved our residence inside the royal palace. 

The King of Arete had given us a room as an apology.

Officially, it was to protect me from similar attacks, but the real intention was opposition.

“Basically, they want to threaten Riorem.”

I thought as I looked at the tea being poured by a maid.

It was true that staying inside the palace was safer.

It was also true that unnecessary contact could be thoroughly cut off.

But the problem was that it all felt like pressure from the Arete royal family to get what they wanted.

Since moving inside the palace, Riorem was called to the king more often. 

I heard that he accompanied him even for trivial matters, apparently as a silent form of pressure.

If the king dealt with Riorem, then the one handling me was the crown prince.

I had tea time with the crown prince twice a day, and sometimes meals together every other day.

“Despite all that effort, they’re just vague and evasive without getting to the point.”

I looked at the man drinking tea in front of me.

The crown prince’s face had been very bright these past few days. 

That was because two problems he couldn’t solve on his own were automatically resolved.

The first, of course, was Alpheios.

Until now, the crown prince deliberately left Alpheios’s rampage unchecked. 

The bloodthirsty madman took care of dangerous battlefields, fulfilling the defense duties by himself.

But when it became hard to control him, Alpheios started raging that he would marry me.

He also expanded his influence, threatening that if his demands weren’t met, he would make sure he was heard.

At the moment Alpheios was rising as a strong contender for the throne, it was revealed that he was a spy for the Empire.

My testimony that Alpheios confessed to treason played a decisive role.

Since then, clear evidence that he had collaborated with the Empire has been surfacing one after another.

“…Are you saying Riorem dealt with all those assassins by himself?”

Surprised, I asked again, and the crown prince nodded.

“Yes, that’s right. It turns out that the Empire sent all the combat forces meant to cause internal chaos to General Riorem. From our point of view, the enemies basically put their necks on the chopping block themselves.”

I burst out laughing.

Here’s what happened:

The day Alpheios came to the townhouse with knights, a massive attack was launched on the palace.

Spies and assassins planted by the Empire flooded the palace gardens.

According to survivors’ testimonies, Alpheios ordered a surprise attack, saying the opportunity to kill the King of Arete had come.

He provided information that only the family would know—that the king, who always had multiple knights, sometimes rested in the gardens due to insomnia.

But he gave this information separately to different factions within the assassination group, preventing them from sharing the info among themselves.

Moreover, because the attack was ordered with a suitable time gap, the assassins only realized the situation after arriving at the operation site.

That is… the person resting in the garden was not King Arete, but Riorem Belric.

“To be fooled by such a sloppy plan… Well, from the Empire’s point of view, they probably didn’t expect Alpheios to want to kill Riorem that badly.”

At my words, the crown prince gave an awkward smile.

“Well, I guess they underestimated how clever he is tactically.”

“So, the reason the royal family cannot openly suppress Riorem is because of that incident?”
After seeing him cut down all those people, how could they forcibly order him to obey? He’s not an assassin, but a knight; they probably couldn’t even kill him.”

I let out a bitter laugh at the harsh assessment.

The nobles who had been sitting peacefully in the royal capital giving orders for war likely didn’t know why Riorem was called a “living weapon.”

They only seemed to realize the weight of his reputation after seeing him cut assassins down like paper dolls.

Anyway, what the crown prince hinted at with compliments and modesty was ultimately this:

He wanted me to persuade Riorem to win the war.

So that his own position as crown prince, allied with Riorem, would become even more solid.

With Alpheios destroying himself, the crown prince eliminated his most troublesome rival.

At the same time, the second problem that had been troubling him was also absurdly resolved.

Most of the Empire’s spies planted in the castle were originally mixed into Arete’s expedition forces heading to the border.

Though not a huge number, if they had attacked from inside, they could have caused considerable damage.

These must have been elite operatives with considerable training entrusted with such missions.

But all of them died as a result of Alpheios’s personal revenge. 

No wonder the Empire suffered damage.

Moreover, we had one more piece of good news.

Just as the kingdom was divided over Alpheios and Riorem, the Empire was also split internally over how to deal with me.

Some wanted to make me a puppet king and turn Peroa into a nominal kingdom under the Empire, while others just wanted to use me as a card for a political marriage.

The shaky operation to ambush me at Dynamis Castle seemed to reflect that division.

Some might not even want to bother restraining the Arete Kingdom by deploying troops.

Anyway, with the Empire divided, the tension on the front lines seemed to have eased significantly.

If this expedition ends successfully, we might not have to worry about war with the Empire for several years.

That’s why the middle-aged crown prince looked so relaxed.

Of course, all of this depends on the war ending in a complete victory.

That’s why the king and crown prince are trying so hard to send Riorem and me on this expedition.

‘Honestly, in the current situation, it’s more advantageous for Riorem to go on the expedition.’

I responded vaguely to the crown prince’s words while thinking.

Even though the Empire has lost the motivation to continue the war due to internal division, now that they know Riorem and I are targets, there’s no reason to lose a war they could win.

If Riorem goes, the war will surely end in victory. 

The king will reward him adequately, fearing his power.

The problem is that Riorem, like someone suffering separation anxiety, doesn’t want to be apart from me.

“..If only he would agree to follow me just to the border.”

I hoped Riorem would be rewarded for this expedition—whether a new territory, a noble title, or something else.

I wanted his position to become even firmer.

If the king granted him a hereditary title because of this, Riorem’s only weakness would disappear.

As I continued thinking, I pressed my temple lightly.

‘I’m tired.’


Tea time with the crown prince was always exhausting. 

There was too much to think about.

…Still, I have to bring it up at least once. 

Tell him to take me along on the expedition.
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The persuasion, which I thought would be difficult, surprisingly ended quickly.

“Very well.”

Riorem said as he pressed his lips against the nape of my neck.

“I will accompany you to the garrison.”

…I didn’t expect him to agree so easily.

I said with a somewhat empty feeling.

Riorem sucked on my nape with a smack. 

My waist trembled at the strange pressure and ticklish sensation of my skin being sucked in.

After leaving his mark on a spot that even the necklace couldn’t cover, Riorem finally pulled his lips away.

“I just judged that it’s better to keep you close. There was a dangerous incident just recently, after all.”

His large hand gently brushed through my hair.

Because my hair was originally long, the part that Alpheios had roughly torn still showed even after care.

So Riorem stroked that area, unable to stop himself from recalling that day’s events.

“I have already received a notification from the king about it.”

“What did he say?”

“If we leave within three days, the prince will not remove the merit for capturing the traitor who is accused of treason.”

“In that case, we should leave quickly.”

At my firm answer, Riorem’s shoulders twitched briefly.

His blue eyes shone with a strange light as he looked down at me.

“…How about we return to Dynamis Castle today?”

“To Dynamis?”

“Yes. Before we depart for the expedition.”

I tilted my head in confusion.

The battlefield we must go to was quite far from the territory of Dynamis.

Though we could pass through there on the way, I wondered if it was really necessary unless there were supplies we absolutely had to get there.

“Why? Don’t we have the supplies at the townhouse? Going back and forth will only lengthen our route.”

“Still… the important things are all in Dynamis. It would be good to stop by and gather our luggage before leaving.”

I quietly tilted my chin.

I felt a strange sense of discomfort in Riorem’s words. 

It definitely seemed related to the expedition, but I couldn’t figure out exactly what.

But there was no reason to oppose his opinion.

Besides, Dynamis Castle was Riorem’s home and everything he had built.

We soon left the palace and headed back to Dynamis Castle.

Perhaps sensing that this meant preparing for departure, King Arete let us go without resistance.

However, once outside the palace, Riorem acted even more suspiciously.

It was understandable to send servants to immediately send all our luggage from the townhouse to Dynamis.

But why move without even riding a carriage?

Riorem kept driving the horses relentlessly while holding me in his arms.

It was only today that I realized how rugged the road to Dynamis Castle was.

“Why is he so urgent?”

No matter how much I thought about it, I couldn’t find the reason.

Although we wouldn’t be able to come back for a while once the expedition began, it wasn’t like we were going to die right away.

I simply couldn’t understand why he needed to return so urgently.

Anyway, we arrived at Dynamis Castle in less than half the time it took by carriage.

It was really a homecoming after a long time.

Upon arriving at the mansion, Riorem’s movements became even more agile.

He gently put me down on the bed and then busily went back and forth between his room and my wardrobe.

Eventually, I couldn’t contain my curiosity and asked.

“Are you looking for something?”

“No.”

As expected, no proper answer was given.

‘Is he checking if someone else has been here?’

I watched Riorem go back and forth endlessly while leaning on the bed.

Because the bed was the one we had used almost as if it were one body since coming to the Arete

Kingdom, my body loosened without me realizing it.

Blink, blink.

My eyelids, which were watching Riorem, started moving slowly.

Probably… I must have dozed off like that.

“Ugh…”

From the half-closed consciousness, I felt a familiar sensation.

A big, hard hand grabs my chest, and a tongue as thick as a sheet of paper licks my collarbone
a sense of.

The hot grip crushed my chest around. Then I used my finger to brush the nipple

They turned it on, and they kept the pointed nipples in their damp mouths.

When I opened my eyes in such a dim pleasure.

A strong feeling of foreign matter filled my stomach like a pain.

“Oh…!”

I was wide awake for a moment.

Whoo.

I thought I heard laughter above my head, but suddenly, pleasure poured out.

A fat column with a lot of blood vessels filled my body and split again and again. 

The inner wall of the castle was swept away by the movement and shuddered.

“Ugh, Ugh, Ugh, sleep, oh… all of a sudden…”

A rambling voice burst out of my lips.

Blue eyes stared down at me as if it looked pretty.

At one point, Riorem pushed his back and squelched in the vagina as if he was looking for something.

Soon

He aimed inside from a strange angle and tucked himself in.

The cramp of the ear that pushed incredibly deep came tumbling down the uterus.

“Ha, ha, ha… ha.”

Since then, there has been no communion.

I just gasped and endured the sensation of my organs being badly crushed.

What’s this?

It was hard for my head to clear up.

The intense heat that I felt when I first opened my eyes is different from the clumping pleasure I felt.

I’ve made a fuss of it.

This is, what the hell is it.

I’m gasping like that, and something’s croaking deep in my lower stomach

I got it.

“Ugh, Ugh, Ugh…

“It’s all right.”

A friendly voice tickled my ears.

“You taught me, didn’t you? Press the inside like this and pull it close

If you hug… you feel your uterus shaking.”

Whooooooooooooooooooo.

My uterus was more pressed tenaciously. 

I gave up four breaths without even knowing why.

Even though my whole body was shaking, Riorem wouldn’t let me go. 

The pleasure was so intense that I could feel a sense of crisis that I urged me to lose my mind. 

So I was out of my mind.

Riorem slowly turned his back and rubbed his ear on the cervix.

“Here… I learned a lot about you.”

Even though he feels the inner wall twitching like biting a piece of paper, Riorem calmly talks

It’s gone.

“How warm and sensitive your body is… you put mine in here and layer your body
How happy it is to play. Like that.”

“Ugh, Ugh, Ugh.”

I took a breath in a hurry.

Maybe it’s because my stomach was weighed down, but I couldn’t breathe more and more. 

I don’t know if it’s pressure or pain

A strange sensation engulfed me to the top of my head.

Slowly.

Riorem bowed down and kissed me on the forehead.

It’s all more valuable to me than gold and treasure, so I honestly want to take all of this room with me

It’s strong.”

“Ha, ha, Lee, Leo, ha, ah…”

A big finger stroked my cheek. 

His tears burst out unknowingly.

It was rubbed over the cheek along.

What is it? I have no idea.

It’s not the first time I’ve been stimulated by my uterus to peak. 

It’s like control of the body.

I was afraid and scared as if I had been taken away.

Riorem did not retreat even though he hung on for soothing. 

Rather, it was more grafted and rained.

He overlapped his body with me to the point that he couldn’t fit a piece of paper.

“So I took my time and thought about engraving each memory in my head.

“Hi, ha, ha, eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee I think it’ll be okay. Even if the memory fades one day, you’ll be by my side.”

The heat that had been weighed down by Riorem shot up. 

It covered my chest in an instant

I felt you squeeze your heart.

What is this.

I don’t know. 

It’s not just swallowing a man deep in his body… …in my soul

It was a sense that something was forced to be engraved.

Faduk, faduk.

The heat slowly began to gather in my lower stomach.

The peak’s unique sense of languid support spreads throughout the body, starting with the uterus that touched the riorem

I’m going out.

Riorem hit his waist slowly, as if to assist in the change. 

He dips and applies my milk inside his body, which has already begun to twitch.

I couldn’t even scream and slowly peaked. 

I ruptured myself

It was a deep stimulus as if it had been.

I couldn’t stand it any longer.

“Ugh… Ugh… Ah..

A faint groan was shed as if sobbing.

It felt like my heart was breaking apart. Everything that made me up was falling apart

A heavy sense of dignity dominated the whole body.


The organs in the body fluctuated one by one, and the heart emitted a fiery heat.

After joy and fear take turns filling the lower stomach.

The only clear feeling of volume lifted me up as if I were focusing on it.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh”
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A sigh from Riorem spilled across my cheek.

Only then did I realize that what was stirring inside me was his semen.

Knowing it didn’t change anything. I was still under the sway of the pleasure that had pierced my mind without permission.

And then Riorem whispered into my ear.

“I love you, so…”

I don’t remember what he said after that.

Before my head could even process the colors, I passed out.

And until the day I left the mansion in Dynamis, Riorem never once told me what he had said back then.

The expedition that was supposed to end in a few weeks wrapped up even faster than expected.

No doubt, it was because of this man—who was more a strategic weapon than a human.

Come to think of it, I didn’t know much about Riorem outside of the bedroom.

I had monopolized him for a long time, yes—but he had spent even more time doing things I didn’t know about.

So what I knew about “General Riorem Velic” were just secondhand stories.

A man who had lived his whole life as a slave turned out to have extraordinary talent in battle.

They said he joined a mercenary corps the moment he first picked up a sword.

Even with a trashy blade, he could easily mow down enemies—so much so that the King of Arete was said to be so impressed he promised him knighthood and recruited him.

Tales that sounded like something out of a novel.

So honestly, all I could do was stare at him, dumbfounded.

“I get it now—why, on the day of Alpheios’ attack, everyone tried to separate you from me.”

Leaning against a tree, I spoke candidly.

Riorem turned to look at me.

We had come to the lake to bathe. Out of nowhere, dozens of assassins had sprung from the shadows.

But before I could even be surprised, Riorem’s sword dance began.

A few flashes of light, and in the blink of an eye, the assassination squad was annihilated.

Riorem answered with a calm demeanor, hard to believe from someone who had just taken on an entire unit alone.

“Are you referring to the incident in the royal capital?”

“Yes. When you fight, you’re like a legendary sword that can cut through anything. It makes sense they’d think it was dangerous to keep someone as fragile as me at your side.”

I admired him like someone gazing at a beautiful piece of art.

Riorem’s actions were perfect.

He used not only his own sword but also the weapons of fallen enemies to slaughter every last one of the living attackers.

If the assassins hadn’t been targeting me, it would’ve felt like watching a performance.

I slowly got to my feet.

‘I’ve waited long enough. I can finally bathe now, right?’

With a hopeful expression, I approached the lake.

It had been who knows how long since I’d last submerged myself in water.

Riorem looked at me briefly, then began hauling the floating corpses out of the water and throwing them onto the shore.

From his disgruntled look, it seemed he wanted to ask, “You really don’t mind bathing in this water?”

I walked toward the part of the lake where the blood hadn’t yet spread.

“Well, this must mean the war is truly over now.”

The momentum had shifted, and the assassination squad—likely sent as a last desperate act—was wiped out.

All that remained was to return to the royal capital.

“I wonder what the King of Arete will give you. You already have land, so I hope he bestows a suitable title.”

“Have you thought about it, Riorem? It’s better to decide in advance before facing the king. Of course, Teumesia will handle it well either way.”

“No.”

Cutting me off, Riorem spoke firmly.

“I have no intention of returning.”

“…What?”

A gasp escaped me.

Riorem strode toward me.

The man who had crossed the lake looked calmly into my face.

His blue eyes reflected my image—eyes wide, lips slightly parted in disbelief.

‘Ah.’

Only then did I realize I was flustered.

Even as I stood like that, Riorem continued calmly.

“I have no intention of returning to the capital or to Dynamis.

Once we vanish here, it’ll be hard for anyone to track us.”

I parted my lips slightly.

Only then did I understand the unease I’d felt when we left the capital.

Yes—that day, Riorem had looked like someone tying up all his loose ends.

I had ignored the possibility, thinking there was no way he would leave behind everything he had achieved.

Slowly, Riorem bowed his head to me.

Our eyes met as his breath touched my skin, and he spoke in a low, steady voice.

“So, will you come with me?”

Instead of replying, I swallowed my breath.

It was a historic moment, ending a long war with the Empire in victory.

The royal army’s garrison, having achieved such a great feat, was practically in a festive mood.

If we returned to the capital, wealth and honor would await.

And yet he wanted to leave it all behind.

“But… this is everything you’ve worked your whole life for.”

Abandoned in front of a temple and raised as a slave, Riorem had ended up in House Peroa.

Everything he had struggled so desperately to build in order to live as a “person.”

The general of the Kingdom of Arete.

The prestigious title of the Living God.

The castle of Dynamis and the other fiefdoms.

The wealth amassed beyond envy.

Power so great that not even nobles—nor princes—dared treat him lightly.

All of that was still there. He might even gain something greater than that now.

And yet… he says he’ll throw it all away.

I couldn’t find the words, my lips stumbling over silence—

And Riorem overlapped himself with me.

“…I didn’t expect to see that expression on your face.”

His muttered words were thick with heat, almost spat out.

And indeed—beneath Riorem’s wet clothes, his arousal was plainly visible.

Even while looking right at it, no lust stirred in me.

I simply… couldn’t understand him.

Was it the unguarded expression he wore for the first time in his life that surprised me?

Riorem kept gently touching my cheek again and again.

“You said it yourself, didn’t you? That even if we win this war, the troublesome issues we face won’t be over.”

“But you also said you couldn’t throw away everything.”

“I thought that, too.”

“Then… it changed?”

“Yes.”

His tender lips landed deeply upon my cheek.

“I just thought… better I throw away a few years of my life, than let you go on living in danger like this.”

“Just like how you accepted becoming my slave, even after losing everything.”

I slowly mulled over those words and opened my mouth.

“You still call me ‘my lady’ when you’re in a rush, don’t you?”

Riorem clamped his lips shut. In contrast, a smile crept back onto mine.

“When do you plan to leave? Today? Tomorrow? Or after the war ends?”

“I plan to move as soon as I sign the ceasefire agreement.”

He answered with no hesitation, as though it was a decision long in the making.

I wrapped my arms around his neck, my voice playful.

“What about the castle of Dynamis? Won’t it be a problem if the lord just disappears?”

“Do I have to worry about things like that too?”

At that, I burst into laughter.

“You’re right.”

Like an excited girl, I dove into Riorem’s arms.

“We don’t need to worry about those things anymore.”

Riorem had already done everything he could for the kingdom.

Come to think of it, so had I. 

The lands of the Peroa duchy already belonged to the Kingdom of Arete, and if I disappeared like this, the issue of succession would be resolved as well.

I suppose we’ve repaid our debts.

“Have you decided where to go?”

“Is there somewhere you’d like?”

“I’m not sure. Somewhere not too crowded would be nice, I think.”

“Then how about the sea? You’ve never seen it before, have you?”

“The sea?”

Come to think of it, Alpheios once said he’d show me the sea too.

If both men kept talking about it, maybe it really was more beautiful than I had ever imagined.

“Then I suppose we should go back to camp and look at a map.”

“Is there anything else you want?”

“Hmmm.”

I rolled my eyes, then flashed a mischievous smile.

“I’d like a good bed. I thought my body was going to break taking you on those camp bunks.”

At my unarguable statement, Riorem fell into a long silence.

Finding such a lover adorable, I was the one who kissed his chest this time.

Then suddenly, a problem came to mind.


“Ah.”

At my murmur, Riorem looked into my eyes. I whispered discreetly.

“Be careful not to show anything in front of Teumesia. That girl’s got the senses of a ghost—she’ll notice right away and chase us down.”

At my words, Riorem nodded obediently.
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The slanted sun slid across the horizon.

Its soft, gentle light, much milder than at midday, painted the calm waves a golden hue.

It was a view I never grew tired of, no matter how often I saw it.

I walked along the shoreline, taking in the scenery.

How long had I walked like that? From afar, the scent of freshly baked bread reached me.

“Must’ve gotten some olives today.”

In this small seaside village, one couldn’t make a living on trade alone. 

So most shops made more than they needed for themselves, selling the surplus to tourists to sustain their livelihood.

That’s why someone like me—who only buys things and doesn’t sell—stands out.

“Welcome! Long time no see.”

The bakery owner, placing fresh bread on the display shelf, greeted me warmly.

I returned a shy yet kind smile.

Perhaps he’d tell his family about this during dinner.

That the ‘noble young lady who reappeared after ten days’ bought two loaves of their olive-stuffed bread.

But as they talked, no one would mention how I only ever showed up during sunsets, or how my eyes briefly looked golden in the sunlit sky.

Carrying the wrapped bread the baker had given me, I retraced my steps.

Along the way, I ran into a few more villagers and exchanged casual greetings with them.

As I walked away, I knew they’d begin guessing who I really was. 

They found me hard to approach, but they enjoyed talking about me.

It had been a few months since I settled here.

I still hadn’t properly introduced myself to anyone. 

I just exchanged polite greetings, like a friendly but distant neighbor.

Eventually, some even started coming to me to ask if the curious rumors they’d heard around town were true.

I never gave a straight answer.

But I made sure not to deny the rumor that I was a runaway noble lady living with a knight.

That one I liked the most.

Except for the fact that Riorem’s status was lower than a knight’s, and mine was higher than a typical noble lady’s, the story wasn’t all that wrong.

The more fiercely I denied it, the more convinced the villagers became.

Even if I rarely stepped outside, they nodded as if it made perfect sense.

These innocent villagers would never suspect that I had planted those assumptions myself.

They’d just keep trying to protect the cleverly fabricated affection between Riorem and me.

Even if someone did realize my eyes were gold not because of the sunset, but by nature, I’d make them doubt their own thoughts.

That’s why I didn’t take this little stroll too seriously.

Only one thing here made me nervous—

If Riorem came home before I did.

“Just like now.”

I saw Riorem running toward me from afar.

I smiled and handed him the bag of bread.

“You’re back earlier than I thought, Riorem. I expected you tomorrow morning.”

His blue eyes stared at me so intensely that it almost stung.

I couldn’t help but smile.

“Of all days, you had to come back today.”

Unlike me, who fled the Kingdom of Arete in a rush, Riorem had left after making careful preparations.

That meant he’d brought enough gold to live in hiding for the rest of our lives.

Even so, Riorem occasionally left for a few days at a time. 

Sometimes he worked as a mercenary and brought back money. Other times he bought luxurious items that could only be found in large cities.

He never told me in advance where or why he was going.

Still, I could usually guess how long he’d be gone.

Before he left, Riorem always held me with intense passion—almost excessively.

The more desperate he was, the longer he’d be away.

Two nights ago had been very intense.

Even after soaking the bed, he hadn’t stopped, going twice more in the bathtub.

So I thought he’d be gone for at least a week.

“Which is why I came out so casually today…”

As if reading my mind, Riorem spoke in a firm tone.

“I believe I told you not to go outside alone.”

“You did.”

“You also said you’d go out with me once I returned.”

“Hmm.”

I cut him off with a soft hum.

Then I wrapped my arm around his, like a sweet, ordinary lover.

Riorem looked down at me silently.

Despite his words, he knew I could take care of myself wherever I went.

Even if something happened, I’d find a way out of it.

But… I never hesitated to use any means to achieve my goals.

My recklessness often gave his heart a hard time.

That’s why he’d come to demand,

“Don’t go outside while I’m gone.”

But still…

I wanted to prepare freshly baked bread for Riorem, who would return tomorrow morning.

Of course, the bread we bought at sunset would cool by night, and it would be Riorem who prepared the meal using it.

I tugged on Riorem’s arm playfully.

“Actually, it’s perfect! Freshly baked bread tastes much better than cooled bread anyway.”

“I heard it’s good with just cheese, especially since it’s packed with marinated olives. I wonder if that’s true.”

Riorem looked down at the warm paper bag in his arms. 

From it rose the distinct, salty yet refreshing scent of olives.

“Ha.”

Riorem sighed, though his expression had softened.

Soon, he matched my pace as we walked together.

I told Riorem all about what had happened over the past couple of days. 

As always, he quietly listened to everything I said.

In the end, he couldn’t even scold me once.

When we arrived home, we went to our usual spots — I sat on the high stool, and Riorem went to fetch water from the well.

Soon, a basin was placed at my feet. When I dipped my feet in, Riorem knelt before me.

His large hands gently took my bare foot and began to wash it.

I thought it felt strangely unfamiliar.

He had done this same task for over ten years — and yet, somehow, it felt entirely different.

‘Maybe his hands just got rougher.’

While I quietly let him tend to my feet, the sun completely dipped below the horizon.

Feeling the soft towel wrap around the soles of my feet, I finally voiced what I had been thinking.

“People in the village still call me ‘milady.’”

“…Is that a problem?”

“No, not a problem. Just… I’ve been wondering if, after living together this long, people would start thinking we’re husband and wife.”

At my words, Riorem’s shoulders tensed.

“It’s been quite a while since we came to this village. And yet, everyone still thinks we’re just lovers who ran away together.”

“Why do you think that is? I think it’s because we don’t wear rings.”

I reached out and cupped the cheek of the man kneeling before me. Riorem’s jaw tensed and twitched.

“And that got me thinking. When are you going to give it to me? Or… are you planning to live like this forever, just serving me?”

Heat shimmered in Riorem’s blue eyes.

After a long pause, he finally spoke in a tight voice, as if choking on the words.

“…At the very least, I thought I should wait until I could buy a house big enough to be called a mansion.”

“Did I ever ask you to do that?”

“…No, I just wanted to.”

Riorem’s brow furrowed deeply.

I gently brushed his brow with my fingers.

“Why would we need such a big house? We spend half the day in bed, and the other half busy making love in every corner of this tiny one.”

Riorem couldn’t argue with that.

Aside from the bedroom, the only other spaces we used regularly were the bathroom and kitchen.

“And besides, can’t we grow wealthy after you become my husband?”

“…I don’t know why you’re bringing this up all of a sudden. We can’t even hold a proper wedding since we don’t have a witness.”

“And living together unmarried is just fine? The order’s already all messed up. We might as well have a wedding — just the two of us — right now.”

“I’m curious about the ring you picked out, too.”

At that, Riorem inhaled sharply.

“When did you find out?”

“When you kept going away for a week, coming back for a day, then leaving again. The only reason you’d save money like that was to give me something better.”

Riorem let out a deep breath.

He moved the basin and towel far aside. 

Then slowly, he reached into his coat and pulled out something he always kept close.

It was a ring adorned with a brilliant gemstone that perfectly matched my red hair, encircled by delicate, dazzling diamonds.

I beamed at him.

“You picked it just to my taste.”

“Because it’s for you.”

Riorem, who had momentarily held his breath, finally spoke in a calm voice.

“Will you marry me, Chernea?”

It was a proposal as simple and plain as I had expected.

No elaborate words, no sweet promises of lifelong happiness.

No massive dowry that my father once wanted in exchange for selling me.

But I held out my left hand without hesitation.

Because this man had given his life to be with me — and had given all of it up again for me — that alone was enough.

“Yes. I’ve been waiting for those words.”

The heavy ring slid onto the fourth finger of my left hand.

Even without faking it, a smile tugged at my lips. 

My heart felt ticklish.


Without a formal officiant, the man suddenly rose and pulled me into a hug.

And instead of a long wedding vow, I sealed our marriage with a kiss.

Thus ended the wedding of the last Peroan princess, once valued higher than any fortune in the world.

In peace and quiet — things once furthest from my life.
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Children who are born as slaves always live almost identical lives. 

Because their lives rarely change.

They grow up as slaves where they were born or abandoned, make other slaves there, and die there.

Even if the lord of the estate changes or the country changes, it’s the same. 

Slaves are property, so regardless of “human” considerations, they usually spend their whole lives that way.

On the other hand, Riorem’s life had changed quite often. 

His masters changed, and his affiliations changed.

Even now, his master doesn’t get angry or kill him.

“Again, once more. Will you say it… please?”

Riorem painfully moved his lips.

…He knew very well this was not the time to make any objections.

After all, he was caught stealing his master’s belongings and using them as he pleased.

Moreover, he hadn’t even used them for their intended purpose, but was rubbing his… dick on his master’s belongings. In a dark corner of the laundry room.

It was unreasonable not to lie flat on the ground.

But his master spoke as if all this was nothing, saying absurd things.

“Is it really that surprising? I just told you to do it right in front of me.”

“…So, what does that mean?”

Riorem was breathless.

He could understand why his master suddenly called him out late at night for a walk.

It was late at night, and he was just walking in the quiet garden of the Felbiche Palace, the quietest place in the production plant.

She didn’t call knights but just took him and a few maids for the walk. 

That could be understood.

After the walk, she left only him in the room and entrusted him with washing her feet. 

That was also natural.

Riorem was his master’s foot-washing slave.

At midnight, he took off the muddy woman’s shoes, washed her white, smooth feet inside stockings, wiped them carefully with a towel, and placed them on the bed — all his job.

However, he couldn’t understand why she didn’t get angry at him for doing more than just washing feet.

Since some time ago, whenever he washed those white, smooth feet, he felt a tingling in his lower abdomen and a heaviness inside his pants.

The fact that the woman whose feet — the dirtiest and most worn — were as clean as snow was his master… somehow excited him too much.

So, every time Riorem washed his master’s feet, his dick got rock hard.

The cloth clothes worn by slaves were terribly uncomfortable, but he forcibly pressed down his erect glans and hid exactly what he was thinking while washing his master’s feet.

If his disobedience had stopped there, he probably wouldn’t be bowing his head like this now.

In other words… if on the way back from washing his master’s feet at the well, the towel in his hand hadn’t caught his mind one day.

“You want me to explain?”

Then his master spoke in a voice mixed with laughter.

Riorem bowed his head tightly again.

His master was a cruel woman. 

There were many masters who killed slaves, but there were hardly any masters who tormented so severely and drove them to death like this woman.

And that master was laughing now. It was chilling.

‘But why…’

Riorem glared at the flesh poking at his abs.

Because he was a disobedient slave who masturbated thinking of his master’s feet with the towel he used to wipe them?

Riorem’s penis was still erect at this very moment.

No, after his master squeezed him like choking a neck, it was only getting bigger.

‘Damn bastard.’

Riorem bit his teeth without realizing it.

There are many slaves who instinctively ejaculate before death, but there might be no one else who drips semen so vulgarly while waiting for death like him.

Watching him, his master whispered in a deep voice.

“Riorem.”

“Yes.”

“I’m going to give you one more chance. So, will you crawl to me quickly?”

Still sitting on the stool without moving, his master said.

In the end, he had no choice but one thing.

Riorem crawled on his knees toward his master.

The laundry storage was dirty and damp, but he had no time to care.

Actually, Riorem himself was dirtying the laundry room.

Every step he took, drops of liquid fell from his trembling dick.

At first it was transparent, close to water, but at some point, it became thick and opaque with semen.

His master was probably watching this sight too.

But Riorem’s master said nothing. She just waited for him to crawl all the way.

Finally, Riorem reached his master’s knees.

Over the bowed head of Riorem on the floor, his master’s voice was heard.

“Lift your face.”

Riorem shivered in his shoulders.

Just listening to the voice with his forehead on the floor made his dick stand up. 

Now she was telling him to look at her face.

But he couldn’t refuse.

You don’t even have the right to do that, and you’ve already defied your master’s wishes

It was a situation.

Riorem slowly raised his head.

The owner, wet with the dusky moonlight, was smiling as expected.

A smile that is as beautiful as a picture, but which is why no emotion can be clearly read.

The golden eyes, shining like jewels, moved slowly.

Soon, the center of the riorem was reflected in its eyes.

With bouncy ears vertically upright.

He’s looking at the owner.

At that moment, Riorem felt Zezzi sobbing and throwing up the nibbles.

The tail of the owner’s mouth went up gently.

“That’s, you’re moving well even though you didn’t ask.”

“How much longer do I have to wait, Riorem? In the first place… It’s just me.”

“I think it’s me.”

Tok.

Bare feet without shoes struck Riorem on his thigh.

Oh, no more. 

I couldn’t take it anymore.

Riorem took out what he had in his possession. 

After the walk, he washed his feet and wet them

Wiped. 

Soft and damp towels.

I wrapped it around my cage. 

I buried the entire pillar in a towel and rubbed the skin.

Ugh

A wet cloth swirled around the riorem. 

It seems like it’s tied up and can’t be moved

Silver, that physiological sensation shook Riorem’s waist.

His mysterious eyes twinkling under the moonlight are captured.

The owner didn’t chastise Riorem for his ugliness.

I just want my slave to rub his finger against the towel that washed my feet

I saw it.

For a moment, the foot on Riorem’s thigh pressed against his flesh.

Put it down.

Riorem bounced his waist with a soft sensation like a feather falling down.

“Baby, sir.

Riorem whispered as if chewing and spitting.

Unknowingly, the hand waving the pole became faster and faster.

The master did not answer; instead, with his soft, soft feet, he would make Riorem’s thighs

I’m starting to step on it.

Riorem struggled to hold his breath. 

From the thigh to the calf where his owner’s foot touched.

On The lower half seemed to become stony.

White feet slid over the rock-heavy thigh muscles.

If the tough fabrics didn’t hold them back, Riorem would probably drop semen instead of sweat.

I might have spilled it.

“Ugh, uh… Ugh, lady……..

Riorem’s hands were constantly moving.

Everywhere the owner’s feet touched was heavy, weighed down by tension. 

The power to support my body

It felt like the line was pulled tight like a bowstring.

Then the owner opened his mouth.

“Riorem.”

At just that word, everything that had been clumped together in Riorem was released in a lack of spirit.

“……!”

Both legs flinched on their own. A pillar of tension that had been tightly weighed down

It all burst through.

Riorem stopped his hand reflexively.

But it was too late. 

The thick concentrated, lumped semen is the owner’s feet, pajamas, and shim

He splashed to his knees.

Despite committing such irreverence, Riorem did nothing.

Maybe it was because of the burst of what he endured and endured. 

He forgot about his shame and took care of himself.

I was shaking.

It was a long time after Riorem’s reason came back.

Realizing what I had done, Riorem put his forehead on the floor. 

Such a wicked man.

God, because a destructive and eccentric master can’t forgive.

Then the owner opened his mouth.

“It’s fun.”

“You’ve entertained me, so I’d be right to give you an award.”

With the words, his semen-stained feet lifted his chin.

“If you took notes with my towel, you must have thought of me.”


“So I’m going to give you permission for a body instead of a towel. Pick one Come on.”

“What?”

Riorem unwittingly asked back to his master.

Now, what, you’re gonna let me?
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The master did not say anything more.

Riorem looked down at the instep that was supporting his chin.

Her clean foot was now soiled with none other than Riorem’s own traces.

The peculiar sticky sensation could have been unpleasant, yet the master showed no sign of discomfort.

She simply looked at him as if she were enjoying it.

The moment he realized that, strength surged into his thighs. 

His dark red member stood upright.

It was a stark contrast to having just climaxed.

“So… it’s really true…”

The master had allowed him. Given him the chance to touch and stroke his penis with her own body.

Riorem gasped for breath.

He felt every muscle in his body twitch and tremble.

Only then did the master speak.

“Take your time until tomorrow night.”

Her foot, now stained with semen, trampled on Riorem’s pants. 

The rough slave clothes were stained.

After wiping her feet clean, the master smiled.

“I’ll leave the bedroom door open.”

Her nightgown fluttered as she stood up from her seat.

Riorem quietly watched as she turned her back and walked away. 

Her flower-like red hair swayed gently.

Even as she moved away, his gaze was fixed on her two white feet stepping on the carpet.

After dawn, everything was as usual.

The master spent the day with the usual expression, and Riorem followed, his eyes fixed on the floor.

As the day passed, a natural thought arose.

“Was it just a dream?”

Looking back, nothing about the situation made sense.

That the master had come to the laundry room after her walk, that he had kept pleasuring himself in front of her…

The teasing, whispery voice that tempted him.

Though the master tended to allow Riorem many things, she was not a person known for mercy.

She once slapped him for not reading the book she gave him, and often made him crawl on all fours down the corridors leading out of the palace.

It made no sense that she would overlook his insolent behavior.

Let alone watching him masturbate with what looked like interest.

So maybe the answer given last night should be buried forever inside him.

Riorem spent the rest of the afternoon with such thoughts.

But after the evening walk, the master suddenly looked back at him.

“Riorem.”

Following her call, Riorem lifted his head.

The master stood by the window leading to the garden. 

The faint breeze through the window tousled her bright red hair.

At that moment, she took the window latch in her hand and lifted it.

Click.

The dry sound echoed quietly in the room.

Her golden eyes, which had been watching Riorem the whole time, softened gently.

“Did you see it?”

“Yes…”

“I see.”

The master climbed onto her bed by the window.

“Then go ahead.”

At her command, Riorem bowed deeply and stepped back.

His member, erect without him realizing, poked his lower abdomen.

As Riorem left the room, several maidservants entered the master’s bedroom. 

It seemed they were preparing her bed.

Clack.

The door closed, and the master’s bedroom was no longer visible.

Then, his heart started beating even more wildly.

Grasping his fluttering chest, Riorem quickly made his way down the corridor.

He came out to the servants’ and slaves’ passage and walked around outside the palace, trying to control his trembling body.

Of course, it was useless. 

Every time he recalled the master’s smile as she unlocked the window right in front of his eyes, his whole body heated up as if boiling.

Until the lights in the bedroom went out, and until all the maidservants left the master’s room, Riorem circled outside the palace repeatedly.

Only when the corridor grew quiet did he stand once again in front of that window.

Click.

No sooner had he carefully turned the doorknob than the window opened outward.

There was nothing to step on, so Riorem climbed through the window with his bare body. 

Thanks to his recently lengthened limbs, it was not very difficult.

As he landed on the carpet, a low snort sounded from beside him.

“You came just in time, Riorem.”

Riorem could not say a word.

As if expecting this, the master turned her body toward him. 

A thin nightgown covered her legs hanging off the bed.

Watching that, Riorem swallowed hard.

“So, what did you choose as your reward?”

Her golden eyes quietly looked at Riorem, as if waiting to see what he would do next.

All.

Is it because the night air paralyzed the brain? Riorem opened his mouth without hesitation

“My ankle…”

Stuttering. 

The barely continuing words came to an end with a sigh.

“…I want to touch it.”

Riorem struggled to breathe.

Just putting it in my mouth felt like the semen was being filled to the top of my head.

You’re not allowed to look up at your master without command, so Riorem sees you all day

It was always the owner’s white toes.

But in fact, he wanted to have more in his eyes.

Pretty clothes that stick out in a circle, rather than small two feet that can only be held in your hands after going out rather than the bone of a mother’s womb.

Something rarely allowed to him on top of it.

Those thin ankles.

Riorem looked at his master with a look full of expectations.

“You said you’d give me an award first, so wouldn’t you give me that much?”

Moreover, it was not a difficult wish to be granted. 

As usual, I was fluttering at the mouth of my ankle

You can walk your clothes and give me your legs.

But… the owner’s expression was strange.

She distorted the fine brow.

Anyway, Riorem thought the displeasure on his face resembled ‘disappointment’.

But that can’t be the case. 

Why does the owner even disappoint me?

“You have to have high expectations to come back.”

As expected, the owner immediately returned to his original expression.

Then I walked the hem of my pajamas to my knees.

The owner said.

“Do as you please.”

At the same time as the permission was granted, Riorem exhaled a long breath.

Both hands, trembling on the floor all the time, held their white ankles in their hands.

It was thin. 

Even with a little force, it snapped and I thought I would never walk again.

Riorem, whose thoughts were crazy to that point, breathed heavily.

As soon as his animal-like swollen chest subsides, the toes of the master of Riorem

I put it in my mouth.

“What?”

Rarely, the owner looked surprised.

But that was not seen by Riorem.

Chewing.

The wet tongue wrapped around the toes. 

The owner tried to pull his legs out in the heat

I, Riorem, followed closely.

Riorem’s tongue cut his toes, the flesh that went through his toes, beautifully shaved

I licked my toenails. 

A lukewarm sting trickled down the top of my foot.

His lips slid down to his heels.

Riorem, who was licking his soft soles with his tongue, couldn’t hold back and lightly brushed his heels with his teeth

I asked.

“Huh, liver, I’m so tired…”

The owner made a chirping sound.

The sound penetrated Riorem’s head. 

The eardrum tickled, strange sensation

At the same time as I felt it, Riorem’s eyes turned white.

(Screaming).

It was then that he grabbed his ankle so that his big hand hurt.

Riorem went through my pants dance with his left hand. 

The stiff fabric crumpled up in a mess

A solidly excited genitalia popped out.

Tung.

The flesh was badly wet as it bouncing its head.

The water leaking from the tip of the cracked ear flowed down the pillar. Looking at it

Not only the milk, but also the testicles were wet and shiny.

Golden eyes gazed at the sight.

His makeup-free lips were as sweet as a craving for something. 

But Riorem knows it.

I couldn’t get over it.

Riorem buried his lips in his master’s feet. 

By rubbing his skin and tongue.

It wasn’t enough, so I washed the ankle bone of my right foot.

“Haha…”

Her body became stiff as if it had been pressed against a vital point.

Soon, my thin legs will gain strength. 

Avoid lips that lick and suck my skin.

His master wriggled around for the sake of.

Perhaps the owner didn’t like this stimulus.

But it was no use. 

No matter how hard she tried, her legs wouldn’t budge. 

Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh

Riorem’s hard hand held her ankle heavier down.

In the meantime, Riorem’s tongue dug into the skin. 

Riorem’s hard persimmon enjoy one’s touch for a long time, holding one’s two ankles to fill the urge that has captivated him all along

I see.

“…what.”

The owner murmured, sighing. 

He seemed to have noticed what Riorem was going to do.


Soon, a pair of small feet were attached to each other’s soles. 

It was formed between the soles of the feet of the pan

Except for a small gap, it was simply a perfect match.

At that moment, the small hole was squeezed out and a huge head of ear popped out.
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Riorem’s mistress was the most sought-after among the three daughters of the House of Peroa, receiving the highest number of marriage proposals.

Naturally, many suitors requested private meetings with her.

Her violent and cruel temperament didn’t deter them in the slightest.

In fact, some considered it a badge of honor—claiming that the more thorns a flower had, the more beautiful it was.

Prince Alpheios was one such person.

‘…Though he’s especially strange, even among them.’

Prince Alpheios seemed to grow more pleased the more violently Riorem’s mistress acted.

Each time, he would confess his love, breathlessly propose marriage.

Of course, even the Grand Duke of Peroa—who seemed more interested in selling off his daughters—refused such proposals without hesitation.

Most people would’ve taken that as an insult.

But Alpheios was clearly not in his right mind.

So his visits and proposals continued on a regular basis.

‘…Though it feels like he’s been coming more often lately.’

Riorem, with his head bowed to the floor, thought quietly.

He didn’t know how to read maps, but he understood that the Duchy of Peroa and the Kingdom of Arete weren’t exactly close in distance.

On top of that, Alpheios was known to be a madman who wandered battlefields just to indulge in unrestrained slaughter.

For such a man to return to the Felvice Palace barely a month after meeting his mistress again—

Wasn’t that strange?

Maybe others had the same thought.

As Riorem lay facedown on the floor, he heard two maids passing by, speaking in hushed voices.

“This many visits… it’s probably because of that, right?”

“You mean because the eldest lady got married?”

“Isn’t that it? The second daughter would be next, right?”

“Still, coming all the way here like this…”

“Shh, be careful. Others might hear.”

“But even the lady doesn’t stop people from insulting that bastard.”

“Well… She’s always been lenient when it comes to men’s faults.”

Their quiet conversation soon faded as they walked away.

Riorem remained motionless for a long time even after they were gone.

The marriage of the first daughter of House Peroa.

Indeed, ever since then, more people had come seeking an audience with his mistress.

Most likely, the next to be sold off would be the second daughter.

The third daughter was still too young for such talk. It would be a few more years before her turn came.

So for now, the only remaining “available option” was Riorem’s mistress.

It was no surprise that suitors were rushing to the palace.

‘But even that madman thinking the same way…’

After the servants had all left, the slaves lying facedown finally stood.

Riorem lifted his head as well.

Everyone else would now return to their grueling duties, spending their remaining hours either working or lying on the floor again.

But Riorem couldn’t hide like them.

No matter what, his mistress would summon him again today.

Although officially a foot-washing slave, Riorem was given far more duties than that.

He would be made to lie flat and serve as a footrest during tea time.

He would hold an umbrella for her on rainy days.

And when there was nothing else to do, he would be placed beside her like a living statue.

To put it kindly, Riorem was favored by his mistress.

But no slave envied him.

Because even on the days when important guests visited the separate palace, his burdens never changed.

Though he wasn’t brought into official meetings, she took him right up to the threshold.

Thanks to that, all her suitors knew of Riorem.

Most of them didn’t care about him.

No matter how striking his looks were, he was still just a lowly slave.

But some men found his presence extremely displeasing.

The reason was usually the same:

His mistress took Riorem everywhere.

For a mere slave—one who dared not even make eye contact—to be constantly at the side of the proud

Lady Peroa just because of a handsome face…

Men consumed by that jealousy often caused serious trouble.

It would’ve been easier if they had simply ignored or looked down on him.

‘At least Prince Alpheios isn’t one of those types.’

Thankfully, Alpheios had little interest in Riorem.

Of course, he did sometimes lash out for no reason, but that wasn’t something unique to Riorem.

Prince Alpheos treated everyone like a dog.

So Riorem figured if he got kicked around a little today too, the day would pass as usual.

With that in mind, he changed into his cleanest clothes.

He was headed to the rear garden of the Pelvice Palace. 

It was time for his master’s usual walk.

She would likely stroll around until Prince Alpheos arrived, and then return to the drawing room once he got there.

When Riorem arrived, a maid handed him a parasol she had been carrying.

The sunlight wasn’t particularly strong, so the fact that she had brought a parasol meant this must have been the role assigned to Riorem today.

It wasn’t a difficult task, so he began walking in step with his master without much thought.

But then, a completely unexpected scene unfolded before Riorem’s eyes.

The early spring garden, just beginning to bloom.

In the middle of a flat, well-maintained clearing, there was a table and chairs that hadn’t been there before.

On a lace-covered table were some light refreshments, tea, and a bouquet of flowers.

Of course, what stunned Riorem wasn’t the tea set laid out outdoors.

It was the person sitting in one of the chairs.

A man, wearing a military uniform, was lounging in a chair. 

His coat was draped loosely over his shoulders, revealing the undone buttons of his shirt.

At his feet lay a sword—still wet with blood. A sharp, deadly blade.

Just then, his master came to a stop.

“What have you done in my garden, Alpheo?”

Her voice mimicked kindness, but held not a shred of warmth or emotion.

Only then did the man turn to look back. His crimson eyes gleamed like the blood on his sword.

“One of your slaves looked pretty decent, so I tried fighting him. It’s okay if I kill one, right, Chernie?”

His red eyes curled into half-moons as he smirked.

“And if I said it wasn’t okay?”

“I’d think we understand each other well enough for you to let that slide.”

“Ha.”

His master let out a low laugh.

In that moment, Riorem did something disrespectful.

Despite holding the parasol and being unable to bow properly, he dared to lift his gaze to look at his master.

It was an arrogant act for a slave—but instinct made him do it.

Her expression was as always.

A soft and beautiful smile, crafted to look perfect, yet utterly devoid of sincerity.

But Riorem instantly recognized the chill in her golden eyes.

If the man before her had not been a prince or a suitor, she surely would have struck him with a whip.

That kind of cold gaze.

Realizing this, Riorem let go of the parasol in his hand.

The heavy parasol, with no thought for the bearer’s comfort, fell to the ground with a dull thud.

It rolled down the slight incline toward Prince Alpheos.

The prince tried to kick it, but it was too heavy to move—it only stopped where it landed.

Thus, a small barrier formed between the master and Prince Alpheos.

The prince furrowed his brows.

“What the hell is this?”

“Hey. What do you think you’re doing?”

Riorem bowed his head to the ground without answering.

Had he been a servant, perhaps he could have spoken. 

But a mere slave could not ask for forgiveness for his mistakes.

“I didn’t ask for an apology. I asked for an answer. What do you think you’re doing?”

“You’re not even going to make some excuse like your arm gave out?”

“Alpheo.”

At that moment, his master’s voice rang out—gentle, but chilling.

“If he answers, you’ll just get mad that a slave dared speak to you, won’t you?”

“Well, it’s his fault. Of all times, when you and I are having a pleasant chat, he can’t even hold a parasol properly.”

Neither of them said, This isn’t something to get that angry over.

Because a slave who couldn’t even hold a parasol properly deserved punishment.

So Riorem simply stayed where he was, head bowed—as if to silently endure whatever punishment was due.

Prince Alpheos might act rough, but if breaking up the conversation improved his master’s mood even slightly—at least it might stop the prince from swinging his sword.

…I didn’t think he’d react this violently though.

Was he really that offended that their conversation was interrupted?

Prince Alpheos was oddly worked up over something as trivial as a slave.

Even Riorem, who had served his master for a long time, found it strange.

And then, the prince said something that crossed the line.


“Now that I think of it, this one looks like he might be decent too.”

Prince Alpheos picked up the sword he had thrown carelessly to the ground.

Then he tossed it at Riorem’s feet.

“Pick it up. If you last longer than the last guy, I’ll forgive you.”
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Riorem’s fingertips turned pale white.

It was truly an absurd statement.

To endure against Prince Alpheios, who had roamed battlefields since his youth—
and that too as a slave who had never even heard of a sword.

“Moreover, for a ‘long’ time.”

How much time did that even mean?

While Riorem was lost in these thoughts, Prince Alpheios was already standing up from his chair.

“Hm? Listen to this.”

His voice was mocking.

Riorem slowly reached out to grasp the hilt of the sword that had fallen before them.

The hilt was stained thickly with blood and grime—likely belonging to the slave whom Prince Alpheios had killed first.

At that moment, something rushed down above Riorem’s head.

Instinctively, Riorem raised the sword. Across the blood-soaked blade flashed a silver blade horizontally.

It seemed Prince Alpheios had drawn his sword instantly to behead Riorem.

“…Ha.”

The handsome man with red eyes spat out a breath like a curse.

“You’re going to block this?”

Even in this situation, Riorem did not dare meet Prince Alpheios’ gaze.

Instead, Riorem looked at the two hands gripping the sword.

“He’s swinging with genuine intent.”

Riorem knew nothing about swords, but had seen knights draw their blades several times.

Usually, when drawing a sword, one hand holds the scabbard while the other grips the hilt.

But Prince Alpheios was holding the sword horizontally with both hands from the start. There was no showmanship; he truly intended to cut Riorem’s head off with this strike.

Meanwhile, Riorem was holding the sword with only the right hand. Although held vertically to reduce dispersion of force, Riorem was still lying on the ground and thus in a clumsy stance.

Still, Riorem’s sword steadfastly blocked Prince Alpheios’ blade.

The prince, who would understand the significance better than anyone, stepped back while pushing his sword away.

But Riorem was not deceived.

Riorem immediately stood up and stepped back. By then, Prince Alpheios’ sword was already cutting through the spot where Riorem had been.

Riorem looked back at their master.

As always, the master’s face was calm—peaceful and everyday, as if reading a book.

Riorem’s gaze met the golden eyes. Then the master smiled, curving the corners of their eyes.

“Do whatever you can. After all, Alpheios started it first, didn’t he?”

The master’s permission came instantly.

It was only natural. Prince Alpheios had been picking fights with slaves and servants for days and nights.

Each time, the master said they would take responsibility for any ‘injuries’ their followers inflicted on Prince Alpheios.

‘It’s just that almost none of those who got such permission survived.’

Riorem adjusted their grip on the sword.

They weren’t even sure how to hold it properly. Maybe knights held it lower down the hilt.

But instinctively, Riorem knew: to survive, they had to grip the hilt short and wield the sword easily and quickly.

Clang!

At that thought, Prince Alpheios’ sword aimed again at Riorem’s neck.

‘A consistent person.’

Riorem pushed the blade away, thinking.

Their master was a person of near zero consistency.

Sometimes the master would strike slaves or servants in the most painful spots, while other times they would beat less painful places until bloody.

That made dealing with the master always difficult—never knowing when or how they might get angry, or

what punishment might come.

In contrast, Prince Alpheios’ actions were easier to understand.

From beginning to end, he was aiming for Riorem’s neck. There were other weak spots—heart or abdomen—but he seemed obsessed only with beheading.

‘Did he always behave like this?’

Riorem wasn’t sure.

Usually, when Prince Alpheios acted mad, Riorem just kept their eyes on the floor.

But strangely, today the prince seemed even more irritable than usual—
enough to almost avoid death.

“Ha, damn it.”

Prince Alpheios huffed and exhaled sharply.

“Not a single thing about you pleases me.”

Riorem swallowed dryly to hold back the words “You’re the one” that welled up at their throat.

He was truly a man who found nothing pleasing.

Unceasingly proposing to the master.

Having a background and lineage so impressive that no one could stop him from visiting the master.

Being utterly unaware despite disrespecting the master.

But Riorem couldn’t even rush at this man first.

After all, he was the prince of the Kingdom of Arete, and Riorem was just a slave allowed only minor  contact with the master.

So, Riorem waited patiently.

Waiting until the master gave permission and until Riorem could return an attack worthy of being accepted by him.

It was a rather long wait, but finally, the opportunity came.

“Just die already!”

Prince Alpheios, provoked, lunged at Riorem. A strong blow filled with genuine intent fell.

It was a very large motion.

Riorem quickly dodged the sword’s trajectory, and in an instant, moved behind Prince Alpheios, swinging the sword diagonally.

Slash.

A few strands of golden blond hair, beautiful like the sun, fell fluttering like a severed thread.

Prince Alpheios’ movement abruptly stopped.

He fumbled, touching the back of his head.

On his neatly trimmed nape, a few strands of hair had been clumsily cut away.

“What…?”

Alpheios’ shoulders shook.

Alpheios Tu Arete was a man who could be said to be an expert in swordsmanship.

Therefore, he could precisely analyze what had just happened.

A slave who had never even held a sword had perfectly controlled it enough to cut just a few strands of hair.

And if that slave hadn’t deliberately twisted the sword’s direction, his own neck would have been cut off.

‘And with a weapon that isn’t even his own sword.’

Alpheios’ body trembled. He felt as if he was turning bright red from head to toe.

This was not anger. It was humiliation.

A slave who had only gotten close to Chernea because of his handsome face dared to toy with him using a sword—this made him shudder.

He could understand it logically.

This was simply talent. 

Overwhelming talent, discovered only now because he had never wielded a sword in his life.

But how could he admit that? Especially against this slave?

So Alpheios decided to regain his pride another way.

Instead of recognizing and nurturing the slave’s talent, he would oppress him by status.

Just as Alpheios reached this conclusion and was about to swing his sword again—

Thunk.

Something heavy struck Alpheios squarely on the head.

“Ugh.”

Alpheios grimaced.

Heat suddenly spread through him, but he couldn’t bring himself to get angry.

The thing that had hit him on the head and fallen to the ground was none other than a woman’s shoe.

“That’s enough, Alpheios.”

A woman who had been quietly watching the two all this time approached them.

Though she wore only one shoe, her posture remained upright and steady.

Chernea placed her hand over Alpheios’ sword-holding hand, and Alpheios quietly lowered his sword, following her motion.

Then, turning his head, he met Chernea’s eyes.

The woman, with an expression like a doll’s lifeless smile, whispered kindly:

“If you don’t want to spend the next few months sending letters, behave yourself.”

Chernea quietly revealed her anger and turned her back on him.

Then, she walked back to the slave who still stood straight and spoke:

“You’d better change your shoes. And wash your feet, too.”

“…Yes, Miss.”

The slave, two heads taller than Chernea, bowed deeply.

Then, he put down his sword and followed Chernea as she left the garden.

Alpheios’ red eyes persistently followed the backs of the two.

Chernea never looked back, and instead, the slave bowed his head toward him.

“…Haha.”

Alpheios gritted his teeth.

“This sucks.”

Grinding his teeth, Alpheios glanced at Chernea’s shoe on the ground.


Thrust.

His sharp blade pierced the flower-adorned shoe.

Instead of the smooth face that rarely came within reach, Alpheios muttered as he crushed the woman’s shoe.

“I’ll make sure to kill you. Right in front of Chernea.”
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Riorem returned to the room with his master.

As soon as the master sat down on the sofa, Riorem bent down to fetch some water and was about to step back.

But the master stopped him.

“Riorem.”

“…Yes, milady?”

“Are you hurt anywhere?”

Startled.

Riorem’s body trembled greatly.

“Hurt anywhere?”

He had never seen the master ask another slave such a thing—not even the maids or the knights.

So why was he being asked this?

Without realizing it, Riorem clenched his fingertips.

Perhaps this kind of treatment was what made him burn with irreverent passion.

Trying to ignore the heavy feeling growing in his lower body, Riorem lowered his head.

“No.”

“What about the blood on your hand?”

“That was… originally blood from the sword.”

It was probably the blood of the slave sacrificed to Prince Alpheios before Riorem appeared with his master.

The master looked at Riorem and then spoke aloud to the maids outside the door.

“Consider that I have returned to the bedroom.”
“Understood.”

Neither the maids outside nor Riorem himself before the master could guess why the master gave such an order.

But no one questioned it. The master of this palace had made them like that.

In that strange freedom, the master called Riorem closer.

“Riorem.”

“…Yes.”

“You did very well.”

The master whispered in a soft voice.

Riorem felt his shoulders trembling. 

Because the master whispering like that seemed genuinely… pleased.

“They probably wouldn’t have given you a sword at the temple. How did you come up with the idea to use it like that?”

“…I just blocked it however I could.”

“The thought to cut Alpheios’s hair was also just on a whim?”

The master smiled gently.
“It’s the first time I’ve seen Alpheios make that expression. What do they call it… shame?”

“He raged, thinking that killing you in front of me would end everything, but you toyed with his throat instead. It must have been truly humiliating.”

Irreverently, Riorem hardly listened to the master’s words. Most of it didn’t really sink in.

He only focused on the master’s voice itself. The master’s voice was unusually warm and whispered closely, as if…

‘It sounds excited.’

Riorem unconsciously clutched his chest.

Was it because it was the first time hearing the master’s voice like this? Although the master wore the

usual smile, his throat burned painfully, and his chest tightened painfully inside.

The pain was too much to bear.

So Riorem unknowingly opened his mouth and spoke.

“Are you… pleased?”

Golden eyes stared quietly at Riorem.

They didn’t seem to hold any displeasure or coldness. So Riorem forced out the words stuck in his throat with difficulty.

“Are you pleased that I cut Prince Alpheios’s hair?”

“Did I… make you… happy?”

His head was clearly not right.

He had swung the sword for the first time to stop Prince Alpheios who tried to kill him.

He still clearly remembered the master’s foot pressing on his groin.

That’s why he was saying this.

Daring to ask the master’s feelings without permission. Such an insolent thing.

It wouldn’t be strange if a slap landed on his cheek now.

Or if suddenly a flower vase smashed on his head, covering it in blood.

But strangely… the master did not do such a thing.

He just looked down at Riorem quietly, blinking as if lost in thought.

After a long moment, the master’s red lips moved.

“I see.”

Unlike before, there was no heat or excited feeling in the voice.

It was calm, like reading poetry, the usual voice with no emotional intensity at all.

In that voice, the master murmured,

“So this is joy.”

The master smiled at Riorem.

Riorem stared blankly at that face.

On the face that always carried a flawless, picture-perfect beautiful smile, now appeared a less perfect smile.

Somewhat mischievous, and honestly close to raw.

With that smile, the master laughed out loud.

“So this is what they call joy—not the kind felt when seeing servants begging for forgiveness in tears.”

“It’s not bad.”

The master leaned back on the sofa.

Then whispered to the slave who had dared to judge his feelings with such insolence,

“Would a foot do again?”

Riorem swallowed.

“…An award, sir?”

“Yes.”

The master asked again in a gentle voice,

“You dealt a blow to Alpheios and learned what this feeling is called.”

“Then of course you should be rewarded again.”

Facing that smile, Riorem nodded slightly.

“…That will do.”

“Good.”

The master laughed.

“Now that everything is said, go do your task.”

Saying that, the master crossed his legs.

His dirt-covered foot wobbled in front of him.

Riorem couldn’t take his eyes off that foot.

Still, he diligently asked about his duty.

“Should I prepare new shoes as well?”

“Yes.”

“Understood.”

Riorem bowed deeply and stepped back.

As he went to fetch a bucket, Riorem thought,

‘…What if he dirties himself while washing his feet?’

After Prince Alpheios’s disgraceful behavior, a strange peace lingered in Pelvice Palace.

The number of times the palace’s master beat slaves to death dropped exponentially.

No one knew why, so at first, everyone was uneasy.

But as the number of slaves dying and being carried away decreased, and new slaves didn’t need to be brought in even after a month had passed, everyone began to relax and enjoy the situation.

But late spring heading into summer was the social season.

In other words, it was time for Duke Peroa, who had just sold his eldest daughter at a good price, to look for new business.

The search for a son-in-law by Duke Peroa was an annual event, but this year was different.

Until now, no matter how much he boasted about his daughters, it was never certain when they’d be sent off. 

But this year, he had just sold one.

In other words, he wasn’t just testing the waters—he was seriously intending to sell.

Moreover, the item to be sold this season was decided.

The second daughter of the three sisters, the most beautiful and talented.

Chernea Antoinetta del Peroa.

Naturally, invitations to the ball hosted by Duke Peroa were sent to every country.

Those who responded with attendance intentions accounted for 80%.

Thanks to this, the palace was noisier than usual. Since many nobles aiming for the ‘item’ would surely arrive, everything possible had to be prepared.

Most of the palace staff were focused on preparing for the ball, so Riorem occasionally had to leave Pelvice Palace.

Of course, he couldn’t even step into the marble corridors of the palace. He could only go outside via the dirt path around it.

Where Riorem was usually called was where the injured were.

Many injuries occurred during construction or moving goods.

Riorem, having been a temple slave, knew basic treatment. Sometimes he even treated maids, attendants, and knights.

Though just a slave, rarely did he receive thanks from patients, but the work itself wasn’t hard. At least, not as busy as when he was at the temple.

Also, since the ball preparations, the master no longer troubled him by forbidding even simple walks.

After the ball date was set, the master was banned from even simple strolls.

Duke Peroa forbade the master from seeing sunlight at all, fearing the pearl-like pale skin might be tanned.

With the master not going out, Riorem’s tasks disappeared too. No more washing the master’s feet or putting on shoes.

Sometimes he went to take off the master’s shoes after dance practice.

At those times, Riorem saw the most unpleasant side of the master he remembered.

If even Riorem, who was favored, experienced this, the ordinary maids surely were beaten as much as possible.

Still… this seemed better.

Better than suffering strange pain and strange thoughts while facing the master.

Better to see the master only occasionally and be one-sidedly tormented.

Perhaps because of such complacent thinking, something unbearable happened.

After Riorem had finished yet another treatment,

Suddenly, a desperate voice came from down the hall.

“Is there a doctor? Is there a doctor here?”

A familiar voice screamed.

Riorem stood up, sensing something, and looked down the corridor.

The master’s maid was running, screaming.


“Doctor! Call a doctor quickly! Milady… Miss Chernea!”

The moment he heard that, Riorem ran toward the direction the maid was coming from.

Pelvice Palace.

The very place where his master was confined, not quite imprisoned but confined.
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The inside of Felbiche Palace was in chaos.

Just this morning, everyone had been calmly staying in their places, but now they were restlessly moving about the palace.

Among them was even the doctor that a maid had been searching for earlier.

Yet all of them were merely circling about, screaming silent screams.

It was a strange sight, but Riorem didn’t dwell on it.

Instead, he headed straight to his master’s room.

Lately, she hadn’t left that room at all, so he assumed she would be inside again today.

As expected, the master was in her room.

Unlike the anxious maids, she sat calmly on the sofa.

Seeing her upright posture, Riorem immediately lowered himself.

There was the smell of blood somewhere.

But as he crawled on his knees toward the open room, he couldn’t see any blood.

‘Is it because it’s so dark?’

Despite the bright late spring weather outside, the room was dim.

All the windows were covered with long, thick curtains layered in two.

This was another of the Grand Duke Peroa’s arrangements to preserve the master’s pale skin.

Riorem couldn’t even bring himself to enter the room. 

He simply bowed deeply at the door.

And even that might not be enough—for a slave to leave his station without being summoned.

At that moment, a maid standing beside the master noticed him and rushed to the door.

It was a familiar face.

She didn’t quite fit the harsh atmosphere of this palace, being soft-hearted—she had even shared bread with Riorem before.

The maid dropped to her knees and asked the bowing Riorem,

“You… You said you could use healing magic, right?”

Instead of answering, Riorem quietly nodded.

He had just returned from treating the wounded, after all.

The maid let out a sigh of relief, her face visibly relaxing.

She then rushed back to her mistress and whispered softly beside her,

“Milady, how about Riorem? If you don’t like the doctor, why not ask Riorem instead?”

Her voice was gentle and tender, but it trembled badly— like she was desperately holding back tears.

Yet the master replied with her usual warm tone,

“Oh, Riorem is here.”

Riorem pressed his forehead tightly to the ground.

Fortunately, she didn’t sound angry.

The master asked him in a low voice,

“Do you use herbs and such?”

“…Yes. I’m also capable of some simple treatments.”

“So you’re not as skilled as a proper doctor.”

Riorem didn’t reply.

There was a hint of anticipation in her voice, for some reason.

After a brief silence, she spoke again.

“Well, if I end up not being able to walk, that would be a loss for me too.”

At that, the maid brightened.

She guided Riorem to his master’s feet.

It was then that he realized where the smell of blood had come from.

Riorem’s blue eyes looked up at his master without permission.

She was staring down at him as always, her boredom barely hidden even behind a smile.

She didn’t look like someone whose feet had been shredded by pieces of a teacup.

“This…”

“It’s because the room was dark,”

She answered calmly.

“I didn’t see it and stepped on it. I was practicing dancing.”

Riorem nodded.

He swallowed every question—

Why she practiced barefoot,

Or whether the room could really be so dark that she didn’t see a shattered teacup on the floor.

He simply took the tools the maids handed him and began treating her feet.

Everything provided was unfamiliar to Riorem.

The healing techniques taught to temple slaves were meant to handle laborious, tedious work in place of priests.

He had never used such fine cotton or expensive herbs.

So the tweezers kept slipping from his hands,

And the cotton soaked in disinfectant wouldn’t stay in place and kept falling.

The treatment was slow and difficult.

Maybe it was also because he couldn’t disobey the Grand Duke’s orders and open the curtains—so he had to work under candlelight.

Even so, Riorem desperately treated his master’s feet.

Throughout the process, she didn’t change expression once.

She simply observed him with her usual poise,

As if the shards digging into her flesh and the tweezers scraping her skin didn’t bother her at all.

Only after quite some time did Riorem finally wrap her feet in bandages.

Perhaps because he had spent years carefully washing those feet,

Even in the dark, he managed to wrap them perfectly without hesitation.

When it was all over, and he bowed his head once more,

His master’s hand brushed against his forehead.

Startled, Riorem involuntarily looked up.

Golden eyes stared quietly into his surprised face.

“You’re covered in sweat, Riorem.”

He swallowed dryly, unconsciously.

As the master said, Riorem was soaked in sweat from head to toe. 

He had poured every ounce of energy into making sure not a single scar remained on those beautiful feet. 

The master glanced at the maids, who quietly stepped out of the room. 

Normally, no matter how much a slave, it would be unheard of to leave a male slave alone with a noble lady and for the maids to leave the room.

But their master was not in her right mind, and this slave was quite favored by her.

Probably, there would be no need to clean up any corpse. 

Thinking this, the maids lightly vacated the room.

Only Riorem was left, unsure whether he should bow his head or keep feeling the master’s hand as it was.

White fingers touched the black hair stuck to his forehead.

Enjoying the sensation for a while, the master suddenly spoke.

“How long do you think it will take to heal?”

“It will take about a week for the scabs to form. After that, for about ten days, there will be oozing.”

“I see.”

The master whispered softly.

“Then at least for fifteen days, you won’t have to dance.”

Riorem clenched his teeth.

Somehow, he now understood why the master had dismissed the doctor the maid had called and chose to be treated by him instead.

“…You probably won’t be able to wear shoes for about a month.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes. I’m not a doctor, after all.”

The father who locked him in this dark room to sell him at the highest price.

The numerous suitors who came to bargain his price with that father.

The master was not a kind person who would smile between them.

He was just smart enough to realize that getting angry was meaningless.

‘…Lacking humanity to the point of not sparing any means to achieve the goal.’

Even if the master was hurt, the ball would not be canceled.

But since she had injured her feet and couldn’t dance, she would spend the ball sitting and entertaining suitors.

She probably thought it would be more comfortable to sit than stand while talking to the many visitors who came more than usual.

And as a bonus, she wouldn’t have to dance pressed close with men who revealed their desires toward her.

When Riorem had thought all the way to this point, he dared to speak first to the master.

“…I’m not a doctor, but I know how to use herbs. I can help so that the scar won’t show.”

At those words, the master burst into laughter.

“It will still take a month for the wound to heal?”

“Yes. Probably.”

“You’ve been quite helpful to me these days.”

The master smiled.

Her golden eyes looked down at the most beautiful and most unholy man among her slaves.

Then, as if suddenly remembering something, she whispered softly.

“Oh, right. I should tell you this.”

Her fingers gently tousled Riorem’s hair.

“Riorem.”

“Yes, my lady.”

“If the palace catches fire, don’t try to put it out — run away.”

The master smiled softly.

“Every time the ball is held, I think about burning down this castle.”

Riorem couldn’t say a word and looked up at his master.

She was still stroking his hair; her hand hadn’t withdrawn, nor had she ordered him to bow.

So, at that moment, Riorem was able to clearly see the expression on his master’s face.

“Until now, I only vaguely imagined the outcome… but I’m starting to think about the method.”

“So, if the palace catches fire, run away immediately.”

Her red lips curved softly.

At that gentle curve, Riorem couldn’t help but ask.

“…What if someone else does it instead?”

“Hm?”

“If someone else burns down this castle for you… what would you do?”

The master pondered for a moment.

But as always, her worry wasn’t long.

“Well… if someone did that, it would mean giving me something more precious than a dowry.”

The woman who was probably the most beautiful in Riorem’s life, and likely would remain so, smiled gently.

“In that case, it would be right to follow that person, not the suitor who paid the highest price. By then, the father who set my price would have burned away.”

At those words, Riorem unconsciously parted his lips.

His throat tightened.

Whenever the master said such unreasonable things, Riorem felt as if his breath was caught.

That suffocation sometimes squeezed his heart, sometimes accumulated somewhere deep inside.

It was truly rare for a slave. 

Usually, such desires wither and die before they can even take root.

But instead of killing the slave, the master made him sow those seeds upon his own feet.

Perhaps because of that, the heart that should have rotted and disappeared kept changing its form.

From vague to concrete, from small to large.


Maybe because of that, Riorem wished for another twist to his life, which had been full of changes unbefitting a slave.

He didn’t exactly know what he hoped for or wanted.

He just wished that the seed, which his master had wildly sprouted recklessly, would eventually bear fruit.

With that thought, he gently took his master’s hand.
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Riorem went out yesterday and today.

Once from the bed, once from the bathtub—I thought he wouldn’t go far. 

It seemed he had just gone to a nearby city.

But something unexpected happened. 

Riorem brought someone with him.

Someone I truly never imagined.

I quietly looked at the woman who hasn’t said a word since opening the front door.

For some reason, I remembered the day we first met.

The morning when Riorem left the bedroom in confusion. 

The one who came in to prevent the servants from barging in, sitting on the sofa until I woke up…

Teumesia.

I smiled softly.

“You seem to be doing well.”

Teumesia raised her eyebrows. 

Probably annoyed because I greeted her exactly as she expected.

“One of the estates must have gone to you, right? Did you get a good one?”

“…Yes.”

Teumesia gritted her teeth.

‘Did you expect this too?’ I didn’t say something like that. 

Teumesia isn’t the type to say obvious things like that.

Just then, Riorem returned.

“Did you buy more bread?”

“Yes.”

He showed me the envelope he was carrying and went straight into the kitchen.

‘His face is red.’

I thought as I watched Riorem’s back disappear.

Judging by the thick bread bag, the bakery owner must have made some teasing remarks again like, 

“You have to eat well during your honeymoon. You never know when a baby might come!”

Suddenly, a fact came to mind.

Riorem was completely ignoring Teumesia’s presence. 

As if bringing her here was already the minimum courtesy.

That was understandable. 

Now he was no longer the lord of Dynamis, so there was no need to care much about his old aide.

‘But it’s a bit surprising that Teumesia is also pretending Riorem doesn’t exist.’

To Teumesia, Riorem was the lord she chose.

A man who abandoned everything and ran away deserved anger or persuasion to come back… but he acted as if he had no interest at all.

As if the only reason he came this far was because of me.

Noticing my thoughts, Teumesia spoke.

“…You really live in a place like this.”

I smiled at her.

“Watch your words. Riorem is starting to worry about having to buy another mansion.”

“Ah.”

Teumesia frowned.

“In Renadin too, he fussed about buying perfume.”

“Renadin? What kind of place is that?”

“It’s a city about a day’s sail from here. Before autumn, the market flourishes and there’s quite a lot to see… Why am I even telling you this?”

“Keep going, it’s interesting.”

Teumesia scoffed and sat on the sofa opposite me.

Finally, I gladly poured tea for the guest. 

It was a herbal tea tasty enough without careful timing.

Teumesia, watching me, spoke again.

“Now you have to pour and drink tea yourself.”

“Actually, I don’t get many chances except times like this. I think it’s a good way to enjoy myself… Usually, Riorem makes it.”

“Haa.”

Teumesia snorted knowingly.

I couldn’t hold back my curiosity any longer.

“You don’t seem to expect anything from Riorem.”

“Expect?”

“I thought you’d want him to return to the Arete Kingdom.”

“Oh, some people do. I think everyone believes that man was just playing with you.”

I smiled silently.

Before, she thought the same and tried to kill me, yet now she says that.

Honestly, it was amusing.

Maybe realizing this, Teumesia shut her mouth and glared at her teacup.

At that moment, Riorem came out of the kitchen.

In his hands was a plate more expensive than the tea set of a typical noble family. 

Though it was just a rustic homemade dessert.

Still, it tasted quite good.

Teumesia’s gray eyes followed the plate as it was placed on the table.

And the moment Riorem disappeared to the other side of the room, she spoke again.

“…He even makes dessert?”

“Yes. There’s nowhere nearby that sells something like this.”

“I’ve really seen everything.”

Teumesia shook her head in disbelief.

A beautiful fork cut into the plain honey cake. 

Teumesia frowned again as she took a bite.

“Does it taste good?”

“…Unbelievable, really.”

I smiled and took a bite of the honey cake that Riorem had made with care.

His skill had suddenly improved, and now the quality was close to that of a decent dessert shop.

But if he has to go out again, he’ll probably buy desserts from that place and serve them in front of me.

I decided to tell Teumesia what she would want to hear.

“Sometimes he’s away from home for a long time. It’s never been over a month, but trips lasting several weeks happen quite often.”

“I’m really glad I don’t have to bother investigating the identity of this suddenly appearing elite mercenary.”

“Is Riorem famous outside?”

“Different names, different methods, but several outstanding mercenaries each take on jobs in different regions to earn money.”

“But someone like you would probably suspect—actually, all those mercenaries might be the same person…”

“You suspect it’s Riorem Velic.”

I nodded while listening to Teumesia.

‘I thought he was making quite a bit of money. So that’s how he’s been working.’

If I had asked, Riorem probably would have answered—how he earns so much money, where he gets certain suspicious things.

But he wanted to keep that story secret from me, and so I willingly didn’t ask.

Keeping the secrets of someone you love is quite an interesting thing.

Aside from that, Teumesia’s story was intriguing.

“Who got Dynamis? The crown prince?”

“Yes. Officially the lord is missing, so he doesn’t reside at the mansion.”

I smiled thinking of the crown prince.

“Haha. Since he watched us from the side, he probably doesn’t want to set foot in that mansion’s bedroom.”

Teumesia tilted the teapot towards herself instead of answering.

“If you’re away for weeks… how do you manage?”

I looked at Teumesia, who was avoiding my eyes.

“Did you come here because you’re curious about me, not Riorem?”

“…Anyone would be curious, right? The Peroa princess who was revered all her life ran away with a general of Arete.”

“Indeed. I wonder if ‘they lived happily ever after’ is really possible.”

It was natural when I thought about it.

She had lived surrounded by the most expensive and splendid things all her life, and even afterwards was treated like a princess despite being called a slave.

Suddenly, she abandoned all status and rank and ran away with a man. 

She must have wondered if love alone could cover everything.

‘Anyone who knows me a little might have thought I’d get bored within days.’

I paused to answer Teumesia’s question about how I manage without Riorem.

“How do I live without him…”

“I just manage well on my own.”

“Is that possible?”

Teumesia asked suspiciously.

“Alone? Can you do that? You’ve never even properly sliced bread yourself.”

“Of course, I’m fine.”

I couldn’t help but laugh.

“He’ll surely prepare everything well before he goes. My husband.”

Her gray eyes shifted between my left ring finger and my face.

“I don’t have to worry about food—it gets delivered on its own. I can bathe by myself. Other than that… just enough to keep the mood is fine.”

“…The mood?”

“The feeling that I abandoned everything and ran away with the one I love. Even if I mess things up, Riorem takes care of it anyway, so it doesn’t matter.”

“Really…?”

Teumesia closed her mouth as if there were too many things she wanted to say but couldn’t.

After a while, rinsing her mouth with tea, Teumesia spoke again.

“The fact that you’re telling me this so willingly means there must be something you want to hear too, right?”

“Well, honestly yes. Riorem never tells me anything about his outside affairs, so it gets boring.”

Of course, when we’re alone, there’s no chance to ask because we’re swept up in passion. 

I didn’t explain that part to Teumesia.

Apparently satisfied with that, Teumesia relaxed into her chair from her previously rigid posture.


“What should I tell you first? The uproar after the two of you ran away? Or when His Highness the Crown Prince immediately contacted me promising estates?”

“Anything is fine. If it’s a story you can tell me, it’ll be interesting.”

Teumesia scoffed at that.

“You’re still playing with people, aren’t you? Actually, you want to hear how Prince Alpheios was ruined.”
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I didn’t deny Teumesia’s words.

“Yeah. I am curious about what became of Alpheios. Somehow.”

I could feel the smile forming at the corners of my lips becoming more mischievous.

“I figured the Crown Prince might have told him about me and Riorem.”

Alpheios was one of the people I’d known the longest.

Of course, most of our interactions were unpleasant… but technically, we could be called ‘friends.’

The last thing I heard about him was that he had become a broken man.

‘Of course, I never got to hear exactly how or by whose doing Alpheios had fallen apart.’

I thought of the man who was probably eavesdropping on the conversation from behind the door.

Ever since the townhouse attack, Riorem had obsessively blocked any news about Alpheios.

Even the bit about him becoming a wreck—I’d only heard it from the servants’ idle chatter.

‘From what I’ve gathered, he can’t even communicate properly anymore…’

That’s why I was all the more certain—the Crown Prince must have deliberately told Alpheios about Riorem and me fleeing the Kingdom of Arete.

Finally, after keeping me hanging as if to tease me, Teumesia opened her mouth.

“Did you ever hear what became of Prince Alpheios after it was revealed he was colluding with the Empire?”

She trailed off and put a piece of honey cake in her mouth.

Still, I could tell what she’d left unsaid.

‘That man wouldn’t have let those words reach your ears.’

“I know nothing. I only heard he became a wreck.”

“Well… initially, they erased all memory of you from his mind.”

“Oh?”

I couldn’t help but let out a sound of admiration.

“He cried for days and suffered from a terrible fever. And when he woke up, he had forgotten everything about you. Naturally, he forgot all about General Riorem as well.”

“Really? That must’ve been something to see. After everything we’d been through together, I bet his memory was full of holes.”

“Yes. His head was practically empty. He even forgot how to wield a sword or drink tea.”

“Haha, what a shame. That must’ve been quite the spectacle. And I missed it.”

Teumesia scoffed through her nose.

“And then—”

Her gray eyes briefly flicked toward the room where Riorem was, then back.

“My new lord considered that cowardly.”

I thought of the Crown Prince with his faint, forgettable features.

As soon as he heard Riorem had fled, the Crown Prince had approached Teumesia.

He must’ve realized her talents while working with her over Riorem’s deployment—and tried to recruit her first.

‘He’s a cunning one, that man.’

But also more upright than expected, if he thought Alpheios was cowardly for running from the consequences.

“So, he gave Alpheios a full report on me?”

“Of course. There was no one left to object to reviving your memories within the prince.”

Thunk.

From behind the closed door came the sound of something breaking.

‘Did he break the doorknob or something?’

I thought about what he could’ve broken outside the room and urged Teumesia on.

“How did you dig memories of me out of the head of a half-wit?”

“I heard they subjected him to grueling hardship and torture until the memories came back vividly.”

“And if he forgot again, they carved it back in?”

“Yes. That’s what I heard.”

I sipped the last of my tea and thought:

‘She must’ve hated Alpheios more than I did.’

Well, that would explain why she was so cooperative with us.

It was a far more fascinating story than I’d expected.

“So he’s doing well now, is he? My old suitor?”

“Unfortunately, yes. He recovered well. He couldn’t endure remembering you, so his mind regressed to a time before he’d ever known you.”

I don’t quite remember, but I think Alpheios and I first met as children.

“Hoho, then he must be adorable now.”

“Seems so. The Crown Prince apparently drops by to vent his frustration on him from time to time.”

I burst into laughter.

After that, we exchanged the rest of our stories without much emotion.

About how most of Riorem’s retainers were now under the Crown Prince’s control, or how his faction had grown so large that no other royal could check him anymore.

The King of Arete had tried to train another common-born knight like Riorem—but it hadn’t worked out.

Just your usual chatter.

As our conversation wound down, Teumesia stood.

“Well, I should go. If I stay any longer, I might get killed.”

I didn’t stop her.

Even from behind the wall, I could feel Riorem growing anxious, probably noticing that things between

Teumesia and me weren’t as hostile as he’d expected.

Next time, she might not be able to enter this house at all.

Knowing that, we parted ways without much sentiment.

And just as Teumesia disappeared from view—

The bedroom door, which had been closed the whole time, opened with a bang.

As soon as I heard the front door close, two strong arms held me tight.

Without looking back, I grabbed his hand as he locked the door.

‘Now even women get jealous, Riorem.’

“What’s the problem? Am I just used to having only you in my life? Or… is it because you haven’t seen me in two days

and you can’t recognise me right away?”

Riorem’s arms wrapped around my waist.

Click.

As the door locked, Riorem turned me around and pressed me tightly against his back.

Soon, his large hands dug into my clothes. 

His firm hands, touching my bare skin, skillfully stimulated my body.

I laughed and rested my head on his violently swelling chest.

‘This is serious. Jealous of a woman, you even went so far as to check for marks on her body.’

Despite the laughter in his voice, Riorem did not respond.

I felt him lean down behind me, his breath tickling my ear.

‘When did the two of you become so close?’

His stiff voice tickled my ear.

Just as I thought his breath was hot, Riorem’s lips bit my earlobe.

“Ugh…….

“How can you have a pleasant conversation with a woman who almost killed you? Why are you smiling at each other as if you’re having fun?”

‘Riorem.’

I called Riorem’s name with a smile on my face.

But it seemed to have the opposite effect. 

The hem of my skirt suddenly lifted.

There was no hesitation in Riorem’s touch. 

He pretended not to hear my words and

stimulated my sensitive spots.

Before I knew it, his hand had penetrated my bare skin and twisted my nipple.

‘Ugh…….’

.That’s not the case, is it?”

‘Haha! So, I thought we weren’t on good terms… Uh… Did you bring me here?’

“Huh. Ah… Wait… Right there.

The hand that had slipped between my thighs was feeling my clitoris.

Even though it had only been two days since we had touched, the sharp protrusion was overly sensitive to his body heat.

Little by little, I felt my legs giving way.

But I couldn’t even sit down.

His left hand, supporting my armpits and gripping my chest, and his right hand, supporting my hips and teasing my clitoris,

wouldn’t let me.

“Haa, hmm… Uh, Riorem…”

I called out to Riorem in a pitiful voice.

I wanted to comfort him. 

I wanted to tell him that just as he had missed me for two days, I had also been starving for him for two days.

But… Riorem’s jealousy seemed to be deeper than I had thought.

‘Ah…’

I didn’t even notice when he had taken off his trousers. 

Riorem’s penis, which I hadn’t even realised was there, suddenly penetrated my

inside me.

Chuup.

At the same time, my earlobe was sucked into his lips.

‘Huh…?’

I couldn’t help but moan at the obscene sound. 

I didn’t know if it was because my sensitive earlobe was being sucked or because my eardrum was being stimulated.

Suddenly, a pleasure like pressure spread through my body, which had shrunk.

Suddenly, a sensation akin to pressure washed over my contracted body.

Riorem’s fingers were tightly pinching my clitoris.

‘Ah, wait… Riorem……!’

A plea escaped my lips without my consent. 

As every part of me—inside, outside, and even my ears—was stimulated, a sense of danger overwhelmed the pleasure.

At that moment, a low chuckle echoed through my eardrums.

“Haha…”

“Huh, Riorem, too… close…….?”

“I know.”

I closed my eyes tightly at the low voice mixed with a sigh. 

I couldn’t tell what was pleasure and what was just a simple sensation.

Riorem, who had seen my expression, thrust his penis deeply inside me with a thud.

‘Please do that thing from last time.’

‘That thing?’


I asked in a voice that was a mix of tears and screams. 

I couldn’t imagine what a man consumed by jealousy would want to do to me in this state.

As if he had been waiting for it, Riorem said with a laugh in his voice.

‘Yes. Didn’t you say “darling”?’
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I couldn’t help but laugh.

‘That did happen… once.’

It was shortly after I received the ring from Riorem.

I went for a walk with Riorem for the first time in a long time and ran into a few villagers.

After exchanging a brief greeting, we turned to leave, but I heard whispers behind us.

‘I guess he finally proposed,’ they said.

I don’t know how they noticed the strange atmosphere between us.

I just thought Riorem was cute for speeding up his pace, so I waited until they were all gone before calling out, ‘Darling.’

‘Back then, your ears just turned a little red.’

After that, the topic of that day never came up again, and he never made a similar request, so I thought Riorem didn’t care much about that word.

But in this situation, he mentioned ‘darling’ again.

Of course, it wasn’t surprising. Riorem’s desires always went in directions I didn’t expect..

His lips pressed close to my ear exhaled hot breath once more.

‘Try it, Chernea.’

‘Haa…’

I sighed once and raised my arm over his firm shoulder. 

Then I embraced Riorem’s neck and whispered the words he desired.

‘Darling.’

He flinched.

The cock buried deep inside my lower abdomen pulsed.

I paused to catch my breath as the foreign sensation grew increasingly intense.

Riorem’s voice echoed low and deep.

‘…Yes, darling.’

Without realising it, my shoulders hunched.

This man was the first to show me how sensitive my ears were.

The fact that the tremor left by his low voice could tickle not only my scalp but also my throat. 

Riorem hugged me tighter. 

My soft skin was crushed against his muscles.

Enjoying the sensation, Riorem pressed his body against mine. 

I could feel his heat through our touching skin.

At the same time, Riorem’s penis, which was pressed against the innermost point, rose higher, as if pushing against my womb.

I swallowed my boiling excitement.

‘It’s getting bigger here, that’s too much…’

I don’t even know how that’s possible in the first place. 

I don’t think a man’s penis can change size like that.

Perhaps… maybe Riorem’s brain had melted and pooled there.

I knew it was a strange thought. 

But when I was impaled by Riorem, who was excited like an animal, I always had the same thought.

Suddenly, I stopped thinking, wondering if my brain had really melted from the heat…

As if to prove my speculation, Riorem blurted out something he would never say under normal circumstances.

‘…If this is how it’s going to be, I shouldn’t have brought you along.’

‘What… Ah!’

The massive glans scraped against every weak spot in my walls as it withdrew. 

It got stuck near the entrance,

then plunged back down to the bottom of my womb in an instant.

And so the ecstasy began again.

‘Huh, ah. Yes…’

I tried to replay Riorem’s words in my head.

“He regrets bringing Teumesia here.”

“Perhaps he was annoyed that my relationship with Teumesia wasn’t as emotionless as he had thought.”

How on earth did this man ever tolerate me among so many suitors?

Thud, thud.

The blunt tip of his penis relentlessly pounded my depths.

I instinctively braced myself against the wall. 

Perhaps because I had been clinging to him, my sensitive ears were, the stimulation felt stronger than usual.

Then, as if he had been waiting for it, Riorem pressed his body against mine. 

I was pinned against the wall.

I was unable to move, receiving his penis.

It wasn’t as bad as I had imagined.

As the distance between Riorem and me narrowed, the penetration felt much smoother than before.

‘Huh, ah.’

Sweet breath kept escaping.

Sweet breath kept escaping.

Being unable to move and unable to escape the sensations pouring over me,

I was cleverly aroused.

Breathing was uncomfortable because I was stuck in a narrow space, but it wasn’t bad.

The problem was that such peace didn’t last long.

‘Chernea.’

Riorem whispered in my ear again.

‘Huh…?’

I closed my eyes tightly.

Perhaps it was because of the hard, cold touch of the wall, unlike the large body covering my back. 

My body reacted sharply to even the slightest stimulation.

Riorem seemed to have realised the same thing.

‘As expected… We need to find another place where no one is around…’

‘Huh, wait… Riorem, you’re too close, ugh.’

‘It was just you and me… here, but you brought someone else.’

‘Stop… you’re too close……!’

Riorem continued to whisper in my ear. His voice was soft and gentle, but that made the frustration underlying it feel even more obvious.

As I twisted my body, a large hand gripped my lower abdomen tightly. 

Riorem was clearly enjoying.

He was using his voice and breath to turn my ear into the most sensitive part of my body.

Under normal circumstances, I might have been able to endure it, but after two days without him, there was no way

I could withstand it.

In the end, I reached a shallow climax just from his voice.

‘Haa… Ah… Aaah…’

I hunched my shoulders as much as I could. 

Not only my right ear, where Riorem’s breath touched, but even the tips of my right hand felt the hairs standing on end.

My legs trembled. 

The spasms that started in my ears wouldn’t subside.

Before I could escape that chill, Riorem pressed down on my body even more forcefully.

It was suffocating. 

Trapped between Riorem’s hot muscles and the wall, my feet lifted off the ground,

and my posture became unstable.

Every time Riorem thrust his hips upward, my body rose. 

I tried to stand on my tiptoes, try to touch the ground, but I kept flailing in the air.

With a push, his protruding hipbone pushed my hips up again. 

Then, gravity equal to my weight was applied inside.

‘Ugh…’

A moan escaped my lips. 

This heat, which seemed to pierce through my body, clearly seemed like it would destroy me.

‘Huh…?’

A rough sigh swept past my earlobe and dissipated.

Riorem’s body was pressing down on me more and more forcefully. 

As if trying to swallow me into his embrace.

Perhaps… he liked the weight of my body pressing down on his glans.

“Ugh, ah… Ahh, hmm,”

The glans, which had pushed through the inner wall, pierced the depths once more. 

The intense pleasure made my vision blur, and I closed my eyes.

My legs, barely touching the ground, trembled uncontrollably. 

Each time a heavy impact hit my lower abdomen, it became harder to stand straight.

Fortunately or unfortunately, I didn’t even have time to sit down on the floor.

‘Ah, ah… Ah…’

Behind me, his penis thrust into me.

Despite my tense vagina clenching around his penis, Riorem didn’t care and ravaged me inside.

‘Haa, huh.’

The breath I heard in my ear was much rougher than before.

Riorem held me tighter and pushed me harder against the wall. 

We were pressed tightly together, our skin rubbing against each other.

Thud.

The slipper that had been caught on my toes finally fell to the floor. 

I instinctively, but it was useless.

Before I knew it, I was floating in the air, being held by Riorem. 

I felt a sense of danger, as if his penis was about to pierce me.

Fortunately, his arms were very strong, supporting my waist, so nothing like that happened.

‘Ah, hmm… Ah! Ah, ah.’

‘Haa, ha, haa.’

Riorem’s breathing grew. 

His muscles, gripping my hips across my waist and clutching my chest with the other hand, began to harden completely.

Thud, thud, thud.

I clung to the wall like I was scraping it and sobbed.

My already melted inner walls were being stirred by his thick cock. 

It was so painful, but I could do nothing but tremble uncontrollably.

Everything.

‘Ah… Ah…’

My bare feet dangled in the air again.

I could only helplessly accept the sensation of Riorem stirring inside me.

And at the moment I reached the peak of pleasure, heat poured into my body.

‘Haa… Ah…’

I endured the ejaculation in a daze. 

My inner walls tightened and trembled, but I couldn’t relax.

The ejaculation continued for a while before slowly subsiding.

From then on, the breathing behind me grew faint, and silence descended.

Riorem, who had been motionless for a while, slowly lowered my body. 

Finally, my feet touched the ground.

As I stood fully on my own two feet, Riorem slammed his head against the wall with a thud.

As expected. Once he had released himself, his reason seemed to have returned.

Only then did I relax my body. 

The tension that had been building up as I was floating in midair with the afterglow of climax suddenly dissipated.

But at that moment.

Drip, drip.

A milky fluid spilled onto the floor. 

It must have been what I had been clinging to along with Riorem’s pillar.

But this…


Tuk, tuk.

Isn’t the amount a bit too much?

After a moment of silence, I couldn’t resist the urge to speak.

“My dear… you’re amazing today.”
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As soon as our relationship ended, Riorem laid me down on the bed.

While I was quietly resting, he came back with warm water and a towel.

Lying on the bed, I quietly watched Riorem clean my body, especially between my legs.

Just as my messy appearance was somewhat taken care of and Riorem seemed about to run away, I asked the question that had been on my mind all along.

“Why did you happen to run into Teumesa?”

He froze.

Riorem’s shoulders stiffened unnaturally as he tried to get up.

Of course, I didn’t care about that.

“Why did you go to Lenadin in the first place? It didn’t seem like such a close distance that you’d go just for a single bottle of perfume.”

“…Did you really go just for one bottle of perfume?”

“I also bought some fruit…”

“Right. Fruit is hard to get in this village, so it makes sense to buy some. Although I never said I wanted it that badly.”

After a silence, Riorem sighed. He gave in to my questioning.

“I originally went to look for work. In spring and summer, Lenadin gets crowded and there are many types of jobs.”

“Why was Teumesa there?”

“…Lavros’ villa is in Lenadin.”

“So you really met by pure chance.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

I reached out and stroked my husband’s cheek.

Despite having no idea what to do about the mistake he made to me, and feeling unpleasant that I was paying attention to someone else, his frown was quite endearing.

As I continued stroking Riorem’s cheek, he seemed to feel better and confessed what happened in Lenadin without resistance.

“…She yelled as soon as we ran into each other, so I couldn’t pretend not to notice.”

“Teumesa yelled in front of everyone?”

“Yes.”

“Oh my, hehe. What did she yell?”

“‘Riorem.’”

“…I knew this would happen,” she said.

I burst out laughing.

‘So that’s why he didn’t want to talk about how he ran into Teumesa.’

He must have hated the idea of me talking to others, and especially hated that I might laugh about his situation.

“So, you two already said what you needed to say, and didn’t even say goodbye?”

“…Yes.”

“Haha.”

I laughed and tapped the spot next to me on the bed. 

Riorem lay down beside me, pulling me close by the waist as if it was second nature.

“Tell me what you talked about. I want to hear it from your own mouth.”

“Please, darling.”

For a moment, Riorem’s arms around my waist tightened.

“…Haah.”

In the end, Riorem fell right into the trap I set.

“That morning, the moment she realized I didn’t come out for breakfast, she immediately noticed our escape plan.”

I laughed softly and stroked Riorem’s hair.

That’s right. While Riorem might skip meetings to spend time with me, he would never skip a meal I prepared.

If it were Teumesa, she would have immediately understood what it meant that Riorem’s prepared meal was untouched.

I said with a teasing tone,

“Teumesa must have thought the same as me. That there’s no way you would give up everything you’ve achieved so far and leave.”

“…We talked about that too.”

“Hm. That must have been very enjoyable.”

“Not at all…”

I kissed the exposed forehead of Riorem.

How delightful it was to coax and comfort someone just to hear the story I wanted to hear. This was something I could never have imagined before.

“Anything else? How did you end up talking about me? Or… Why did you think to bring Teumesa all the way here?”

This time, the answer came quickly.

“…I thought you might be bored.”

I couldn’t help but burst out laughing again.

How could he still call me ‘young lady’ whenever he’s flustered, even though we’re married?

Anyway, thanks to that, I was able to understand the situation.

Riorem and Teumesa’s meeting was purely coincidental.

Teumesa, having already given up on expectations from Riorem, must have poured out all her long-held resentment.

Riorem, remembering my command to ‘treat Teumesa as well as possible,’ probably just quietly listened.

Then naturally, the topic shifted to my well-being.

Knowing very well that I like new experiences, Riorem must have concluded to bring Teumesa here.

Of course, this was calculated on the assumption that Teumesa and I were not particularly on friendly terms.

“After all, it must have been right after being thoroughly scolded by Teumesa. Considering her and my personalities, it would’ve been hard to imagine us having a friendly chat.”

I found this man, who must have been scheming for a brief moment, so adorable that I kissed his face several times.

During that time, Riorem held his head high, almost stiffly.

Since he had just committed the crime of pushing me against the wall and roughly taking me, he wouldn’t dare touch me until I gave permission.

I pulled my lips away and met Riorem’s eyes again.

Although I was curious about the awkward standoff between Teumesa and Riorem… I knew if I focused on him any longer, this man would surely sulk off in some strange way.

So I naturally changed the topic as much as I could.

“How was Lenadin?”

“It was ordinary. Maybe because it was just getting hot, there weren’t any good flowers or fruits.”

“Is that so? But I’m still curious. It’s supposed to be the busiest port in summer, right?”

That was sincere.

While fleeing across the border of the Arete Kingdom, Riorem and I mostly moved only at night.

I, with my striking red hair and golden eyes, had to hide in the darkness, unlike Riorem.

Riorem even hated the idea of me sleeping outside.

If he rented an inn in one village, he would leave me there and go alone to the next village to check the situation, secure a room, and only bring me there at night.

That’s how we ended up arriving at this village at night, taking the house Riorem had secured, and boarding the boat he had prepared.

So… I had no idea about the bustling port filled with so many ships.

Knowing that, Riorem’s expression darkened.

‘At this rate, he’ll tell me everything about what happened in Lenadin.’

Since it seemed one of the places he sought mercenary work while hiding his identity was there, I would hear about the work he did and what he experienced.

But Riorem brought up something totally unexpected.

“Shall we go to the sea?”

“The sea?”

I asked back, puzzled.

“There’s a sea here too, isn’t there?”

“I’m not talking about a small fishing village like this where tourists hardly come.”

After a moment’s thought, Riorem continued,

“Not all seas are the same. Tourist spots usually have wide sandy beaches.”

I tilted my head slightly. I knew that much; I’d seen countless paintings of beautiful beaches.

Riorem lowered his eyelashes shyly at my doubtful look but kept talking.

“They’re usually made of soft, pure white sand… If you see it yourself, I think you’ll like it quite a bit.”

Hmm. 

I rested my chin on his shoulder and blew a breath out while thinking.

Would a scenery whose shape and colors I already knew really give me a new kind of joy?

“But… I’ve never actually seen it myself.”

Now that I think about it, the day after arriving in this village, I was a little surprised by the endless greenery I saw outside the window.

Even a small fishing village not famous for tourism gave me such an impression, so the famous tourist spots might really be different, as Riorem said.

But still…

“Are you going to be okay?”

There are many things to be cautious about in crowded places.

Just as Riorem met Teumesa in Lenadin, people looking for me might meet us there.

Besides, recently Riorem hadn’t wanted to show me off in front of others.

He’d rather hide me tightly.

But to take me to a tourist-packed seaside?

That required a big decision from him.

At my words, Riorem lowered his eyes.

“I wanted to show you more, so I took you there.”

He muttered in a barely audible voice.

“Not to trap you like this, but to show you more and take you to new places.”

“Hmm.”

Come to think of it, when he first brought me to the Arete Kingdom, it was the same.

He bragged to me, showing off his territory as if to say, “Haven’t you seen something like this before?”

‘Though at some point, I was hardly allowed to leave the bedroom.’

This time, since he was the one who suggested going out first, it wasn’t a problem.

Still, I felt a mischievous urge.


“But Riorem.”

“What now?”

“Earlier, you said we should find a new house where no one is around, just the two of us. But now you want to go somewhere crowded… Have you developed a new preference, hmm?”

Thinking that as his wife, I wouldn’t truly scold him, Riorem silenced me in the most certain and thorough way.



 
  Chapter 92 : Side Story (Episode 12)






Once he received my consent, Riorem moved into action in an instant.

He had been going out briefly during the daytime and returning around sunset for several days, and on the fourth day, he simply informed me, “I’ve rented a house.”

That evening, we left the room with only a few belongings.

Looking at the modest travel bag in Riorem’s hand, I thought,

‘He must be planning to buy everything new there.’

It didn’t take even a few hours to realize my guess had been correct.

We traveled by carriage under the cover of night and arrived at the house, which would be our new lodging, around dawn.

All the furniture in the room had clearly been used by someone before, but the blankets and clothes were all brand new.

I laid down in the room that had been decorated to suit my taste and fell asleep right away.

Exactly five hours later, I woke under the pouring sunlight.

The room was bright as if it had a chandelier lit inside.

Sunlight streamed through the windows facing the sea like it was about to shatter.

I slowly got out of bed and approached the man sitting by the open window.

I wrapped my arms around his neck.

Riorem opened his mouth.

“Do you like it?”

Only then did I look out the window.

The world was split in half.

A dazzlingly colored sky and a transparent sea, like pale liquid light-blue ink.

The two shades of blue stretched endlessly without mixing.

I stared at the vast horizon and slowly looked around.

Waves shimmered silver in the sunlight as they crashed endlessly onto the sandy shore.

People were walking along that pure white beach.

Everyone was smiling.

It felt like being in a concert composed entirely of laughter.

It all seemed predictable, and yet there was an overwhelming amount to take in.

As I took it all in, I asked Riorem,

“…This is the sea?”

“Yes. That’s right.”

His low voice tickled my ear.

Riorem wrapped his arm around my waist, and I floated slightly as I settled onto his firm thigh.

It felt like I was perched on the windowsill itself.

From that position, I once again took in the scene outside.

Wherever I looked, it was just sea.

It was unimaginably vast.

“It’s enormous…”

I quietly inhaled.

The breeze smelled salty.

But it was a completely different kind of saltiness than what I’d become used to over the past few months.

‘Now that I think of it, the sound is different too.’

Even though it’s the same sea, a small port village and a famous beach feel entirely different.

Even the sound of the waves was completely different—stronger, more invigorating.

Smiling, I looked back at Riorem.

“So this is what you wanted to show me, isn’t it?”

Riorem didn’t answer.

Instead, he gently kissed my palm and gazed at my face in detail.

I pressed my thumb to his lips.

“What kind of expression am I making, Riorem, that you’re trying so hard to hold back?”

“…What do you mean?”

“You’ve got the look of someone who wants to take me right now, but also wants to just keep things as they are.”

At my words, Riorem let out a long sigh.

His strong arms wrapped around my waist and back.

Held in that heated embrace, I quietly felt him trying to cool himself down.

“…If you promise me a few things, I’ll take you outside.”

I couldn’t help but laugh.

I hadn’t even said I wanted to go out yet.

He was the one who wanted to take me out, and yet he began with conditions like that—it was cute.

But I didn’t let it show.

Instead, I wrapped my arms around his rising back and soothed him.

“Promises, huh… how many conditions are you going to attach?”

“Four… no, five.”

“Hehe, go on then. Let’s hear them.”

Riorem pushed me back slightly by the shoulders.

The moment our eyes met, his throat bobbed with tension.

It seemed he couldn’t suppress his rising desire just by holding me for a little while.

At this point, I couldn’t help but be curious.

What exactly did he want to do with me?

“First… You absolutely cannot go anywhere alone.”

I quietly nodded.

That was only natural.

I didn’t even know where I was, and if someone recognized me and came after me, I’d definitely need Riorem’s help.

“What else?”

“I’ll braid your hair, so don’t touch it. And you must never take off your hat.”

“Two, three… What are the other two?”

“One is: if there’s anything you want, you must tell me right away.
And the other…”

Riorem frowned and shut his mouth tightly.

He really didn’t want to say it, it seemed.

‘Some habits never die, huh.’

Ever since Riorem stopped being my slave, he had gained the freedom to say whatever he wanted to me.

There are times in life when, in order to get to the point, you have to say things that are a bit embarrassing.

Riorem hated that kind of thing more than most people. 

So whenever there was something he didn’t want to say, he would always wear that same uncomfortable expression.

Back when he was a slave, he never had the chance to express his thoughts, so it didn’t really show.

‘Even though I teased him about it so many times, he still gets like this. Maybe shyness is just in his nature.’

As always, I gave him a soft smile—one I’d practiced since birth and worn like second skin.

Realizing that I was ready to tease him, Riorem looked at me with eyes full of reproach.

But since it was something he had to say anyway, he finally opened his mouth slowly.

“Please… don’t laugh.”

“At what?”

“…Even if I speak Imperial with a strange accent.”

He said it so seriously that I burst into laughter before I could stop myself.

“So this is a region that uses Imperial, huh?”

“You know Imperial? I had no idea.”

“…I do. I just learned it from a strange person, that’s all.”

“Hmm.”

I nodded lightly.

Even outside the official borders of the Serpantov Empire, there are many regions that use the Imperial language—each with strong local dialects and quirks.

Judging by the timeline, Riorem must’ve picked it up during his mercenary days, drifting from place to place.

‘He’s warning me like this—his accent must really be something.’

If someone looks this lovable while nervously bringing up something so trivial… is that weird?

Anyway, after thoroughly teasing his red ears, we finally left the house.

The Streets.

The streets were more crowded than I expected.

All the shops were lively and noisy, and the air was filled with the smell of grilled fish and other foods.

Children ran up and down the alleys, while a few frantic parents chased after them.

It was a sight I’d never seen before. 

I was instantly captivated.

Riorem’s blue eyes followed me. 

Though he seemed worried about my uncharacteristic lack of caution, he also looked at me with joy sparkling in his gaze.

Then at one point, he tightly grasped my hand.

I looked down at our joined hands, then slowly up at Riorem.

“…What is it?”

“You were the one who grabbed my hand first.”

“Well, there are a lot of people around.”

“I wasn’t complaining. And it’s not like we’re at a stage in our relationship where holding hands should make us shy, right?”

“…I know.”

Riorem replied with a blunt voice and lowered his gaze, as if trying to hide his blushing cheeks.

‘This man once kept me as a bedroom slave, and yet he’s embarrassed over something like this?’

I still didn’t understand his way of thinking.

If it were me, I’d be far more ashamed about getting hard whenever I saw my lover writing in her diary.

Anyway, once we held hands, it was much easier to get through the crowd.

I followed the tall man—who was a full head taller than most people—out of the bustling coastal street.

The Beach

Before long, we finally reached the beach.

Maybe because it was the hour when restaurants were just opening and taking breakfast orders, the beach looked much quieter than when we saw it from the estate.

Riorem led me across the endlessly stretching sands. Then he stopped in front of a large rock.

“Please sit.”

I sat on the rock that jutted out like a natural chair.

Riorem knelt down in front of me and, very skillfully, removed my shoes and stockings.

Only then did I place my bare feet on the sand.

“…So soft.”

Crunch, crunch. I muttered unconsciously as I felt the sand crumble beneath my feet.

Riorem stood up and, after organizing my belongings under one arm, held out his hand.

“Would you like to go into the water?”

I nodded.

He had dressed me in a light, shorter-than-usual dress and brought a pouch just for my shoes—perhaps to let me experience the sea.


‘But he probably only expected me to dip my feet in, at most.’

Thinking that, I let go of Riorem’s hand—and ran.

Riorem tried to follow after me in a hurry, but it was already too late.

I was already charging into the breaking waves, against the tide.
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“Ha…

Riolem exhaled deeply.

The pillar that had dug into the soft soles of her feet also trembled.

It felt like she was about to cum.

Even with her eyes closed, Riolem could clearly picture her master’s feet.

The gentle curve of the instep, the slender tendons that rose with each exertion of force, the soft, indented sole like a heel. 

He could draw them all as if they were in his hands.

Because he was the one who had touched these beautiful feet the most.

‘Huff… Hah.’

Riolem swallowed hard. 

He was rubbing and washing the same spot with his hands, then inserting his cock and shaking it.

He felt like he was going to lose his mind.

He suppressed the urge to come and stubbornly moved his hips. 

His cock, thicker than his master’s wrist, thrust into the narrow opening between the arches of the foot.

No one else put as much effort into this place as he did. 

Even the owner of the feet relied on his hands to wash them.

Only Riolem knew every detail of the shape of these feet. 

That fact caused a surge of heat in his lower abdomen.

Riolem shook his hips in small movements. 

Then suddenly, he bit down hard on the lower part.

A thick pillar with bulging veins squeezed through the narrow gap and slipped out.

Then, the huge glans caught on the ball of the foot with a thud.

Riolem exhaled again. 

His hot breath scattered over his owner’s chest.

The vein-covered shaft rubbed against the thin skin of his foot. 

The sensation seemed to tickle him, as his foot twitched slightly.

Riolem repeatedly thrust his penis all the way in, then pulled it out until the glans caught.

The shaft made a dry, swishing sound as it slid in and out.

‘Ha, ah, ha…?’

Riolem’s breathing grew increasingly rapid.

His dark, heated penis twitched violently. 

Lost in pleasure, Riolem moved his hips wildly, while the tip of his penis dripped copiously.

Golden eyes stared intently at the scene.

While his slave was freely penetrating the space between his feet, the master said nothing.

He simply waited for the moment when Riolem would realise he was committing an act of disloyalty.

Perhaps… because the sleek curve of his waist moving in a lewd trajectory was pleasing to the eye.

“Ugh.

Riolem let out a low moan.

His golden eyes stared at him intently, as if licking him.

It was surprising that a man who even suppressed his moans during punishment could make such a vulgar sound.

The pillar, drenched in bodily fluids, slid through the hole like a brushstroke. 

The slippery, wet surface made a squelching sound as it slipped out of the hole.

It was nothing short of a brutal thrust.

As the movement gained speed, the veins on Riolem’s abs stood out. 

The glans also swelled up more.

At that moment, the owner of the two feet put pressure on the soles.

Kuuuk.

The white toes pressed down on the glans.

ין.

Riolem’s shoulders suddenly stopped.

He finally came to his senses from the sudden stimulation.

However, even then, the shaft was busy squeezing pleasure out of the narrowing hole.

It was because the pleasure grew even more as he became aware of the situation.

The blue eyes, wet with heat, looked up at their owner.

A face as beautiful as a painting smiled at Riolem.

‘You asked me to touch your ankle, but you’re using my whole foot.’

‘Ugh. I’m sorry, miss…’

‘Oh, don’t be angry. I’m actually happy. It seems like you’re enjoying my gift.’

Even as she spoke, her toes openly traced the pillar.

With the sound of water, the glans once again released a thin stream of semen.

Riolem clenched his teeth. 

The urge to ejaculate rose to his jaw, and he wanted to release his semen right there.

But… how could he aim his penis at his master and ejaculate?

The golden eyes that had been gazing at Riolem seemed to read his thoughts and gently curved.

The golden eyes that had been watching Riolem seemed to read his thoughts, gently curving.

Riorem’s noble master, Chernea Antonietta del Peroa, exhaled sweetly and leaned back against the pillow.

‘You must be eager to release it.’

.Huh, ugh.”

‘Do as you please. Of course, if you do it like this, my nightgown will be stained with your semen.’

The noblewoman’s lips uttered vulgar words that even a slave would not utter.

Riolem’s spine trembled. 

This paradoxical situation had greatly hastened Riolem’s ejaculation.

‘But… I can’t stop.’

Riolem grimaced.

Due to Chernea clenching her feet, the opening had become far too narrow for Riolem to easily escape.

A tight pressure he couldn’t feel with his large hands.

He couldn’t stop his hips at all. 

Even the sensation of forcing himself to suppress his arousal felt sweet.

‘Miss.’

The hands clasping her feet trembled.

In response to Riorem’s voice, her soft soles and delicately beautiful toes rubbed against his cock.

‘I’m listening, Riorem.’

“Really, like this…”

‘Are you going to cum inside me?’

‘Ugh… Yes…?’

Riolem gasped for breath.

If this continued, it was clear that he would soak his master’s nightgown with his own semen.

If he was being disloyal, he had already gone too far. 

He didn’t want to cause his master the inconvenience of changing clothes late at night.

Of course, in this situation, worrying about such things seemed pointless…

‘Ugh, uh… Ah.’

His fully aroused penis now made squelching sounds as it rubbed between his legs.

Honestly, he was already halfway there.

Still, Riolem refused to relax his lower abdomen.

Watching this, Chernea buried her upper body completely in the pillow.

‘Alright, since it’s a reward, you should finish it the way you want.’

As soon as permission was granted, Riorem knelt down. 

Chernea’s right ankle was also released.

However, her left foot was still held by Riorem. 

Chernea’s body was dragged to the edge of the bed.

‘Huh, uh… Haa.’

Riolem roughly rubbed his penis against Cernea’s sole. 

Since he couldn’t hold and shake Cernea’s ankle,

he moved his hips on his own toward the climax.

Soon, the glans ejaculated semen. 

The thick, milky-white fluid, resembling a solid substance, poured onto the clean sole.

‘Haa, haa, ah.’

Riolem gasped roughly.

Rio-rem gasped roughly. 

Perhaps from holding back too long, or from the intense stimulation, his mind kept flickering.

Intermittent tremors continued in short bursts. 

The semen that had filled his testicles dripped down.

As he looked down at the chaotic scene, Riorem unconsciously rubbed his fingers.

was smeared on Cernea’s skin like cosmetics.

The afterglow lingered, and Riolem repeated the action for a long time.

Then he suddenly came to his senses and fell to his knees on the floor.

“My feet, my feet

‘I’m sorry for dirtying them. I’ll bring water to wash them right away.’

‘…Alright.’

As soon as he was given permission, Riolem crawled across the floor and left the bedroom.

Perhaps because it was late, there was no one in the hallway.

Riolem did not look at the bed even as he closed the bedroom door.

I don’t know if it was because he was too consumed by what he had done, or because he dared not meet his master’s gaze.

Riolem could not bear the lingering golden gaze..

So he didn’t see it. 

The heat that had just ignited, flickering on his master’s beautiful face.

After that day, Riolem trembled with fear for several days.

His master was capricious. 

Even if that night passed quietly, he might suddenly change his mind and punish him.

Besides, it was enough to make him angry.

He had tied his cock to her foot, which was not a place he was allowed to touch as a reward, and had ejaculated on her without permission.

But his master did not get angry. 

It was something he should have been angry about, but instead, he seemed to be saying that he would not be angry.

Several days passed like this.

During that time, many things happened at the duke’s castle.

Chernea’s sister, the first princess of Peroa, got married.

The duke of Peroa did not show any signs of disappointment at his daughter leaving for a distant land.

Even as his daughter departed for a distant land, the Grand Duke of Peroa showed no sign of sadness.

He held a farewell party, but he did not even pretend to spend intimate time with his family.

It was nothing new. 

The three daughters the Grand Duke had raised at great expense were all devoid of humanity. 

They were not the kind of children one would want to hold close and protect..

In fact, he might have felt a sense of relief, as if he had gotten rid of a monster.

When Riolem heard the news, he thought,

‘He must be very happy to send his daughter off to marriage.’

Riolem’s master was the most outstanding of the three daughters. 

She was the most beautiful, the most talented, and even the most indifferent, a trait unique to the royal family.

Perhaps that was why. 

At times, the duke’s attitude toward his master betrayed an unconscious sense of discomfort and fear.

Of course, the master simply watched indifferently.

As Riorem pondered the series of events, his thoughts suddenly turned to the most uncomfortable topic.

Who would his master marry? Such an unpleasant topic.

Riorem consciously pushed the thought out of his mind. 

He didn’t want to think about it, and besides, it had nothing to do with him.

Riolem consciously pushed that thought out of his mind. 

Not only did he not want to think about it,

but it was none of his business in the first place.

However, despite his desire to ignore it, the schedule for today at Pelviche Palace,

as conveyed by the head maid, was as follows.

“We will have a guest at the palace this afternoon. 

He is a difficult person, so everyone stay in your places and do not move.”

At the head maid’s words, not only the slaves kneeling on the floor but even the maids murmured in unease.


The servants of Pelviche Palace were people accustomed to serving a brutal master.

Among them, there was only one visitor worthy of such strict instructions.

The master’s long-time suitor and prince of Arete.

Alpeios of Arete.



 
  Chapter 93 : Side Story (Episode 13)






Splash!

The wave coming toward me broke with a rather convincing sound.

Thanks to that, my dress—already heavy with seawater—was now completely soaked.

I felt the dampness as I slumped down onto the ground. Gentle waves tickled my waist.

Half-submerged in the seawater, I looked around.

Perhaps because it was a famous tourist spot, several small white boats floated on the sea.

Given the time, not many people were swimming, but a few children were diving and racing in the shallows.

It was quite different in many ways from the stereotypical sea I had imagined.

Soon, hurried footsteps splashing through the water approached from behind.

Splish, splash—Riorem had entered the sea, cutting through the water to follow me.

I slowly turned to look at him. As expected, his beautiful forehead was furrowed.

“Why are you looking at me like that, Riorem? I went into the sea, just like you said.”

“…Haah.”

Riorem let out a short sigh and draped his coat over my shoulders.

Still half-submerged, I smiled.

“You’re not very surprised. I was hoping to fluster you.”

“You always start with the one thing I wish you’d never do.”

“That’s the first time I’ve heard that.”

And hearing that only made me want to meet his expectations.

I reached out and tugged on the arm he had draped over my shoulder.

It must have felt as light as a feather to him, yet Riorem willingly let himself fall into the water beside me.

Splash.

A somewhat larger wave hit me and broke apart.

Watching this, Riorem pulled me into his arms, enclosing me within his embrace.

From then on, every wave was blocked by his broad back and never reached me.

I suddenly spoke.

“You’re not going to let me walk back to the mansion like this, are you?”

“Isn’t that obvious?”

Riorem answered in a low voice.

His blue eyes looked down at the dress, now made nearly transparent by the water.

My bare skin showed faintly through the pale fabric.

“Then what are we going to do? Did you bring a towel or something?”

“Do you think you’re the only one who’s ever jumped into the sea here?

Of course, any shop nearby will be selling towels.”

“So you’re saying, in that uniquely ‘imperial’ way of yours, that you’ll go buy one?”

At my words, Riorem’s eyebrow twitched.

I kissed his cheek and whispered,

“Did you say I always start with the things you wish I wouldn’t do?”

“Maybe I did. I like making things difficult for you.”

“…Why would you do that?”

His voice was low and cracked, like it had been submerged.

I answered with the same gentle tone I always tried to maintain,

“Probably because it makes me happy when you accept it.”

Riorem furrowed his brow at my words.

He soon brushed back his wet hair.

Saltwater dripped down the back of his hand, sparkling like gemstones under the strong sun.

“…Haah…”

A soft groan escaped Riorem’s lips.

His arms, shielding me from the crashing waves, tightened around my waist.

Slowly, Riorem buried his face into the nape of my neck.

His breath was hot and damp.

With the shining sea and the people behind us completely shut out,

Riorem let his lips glide over my skin.

His hot lips trailed down from the nape of my neck to my shoulder.

His even teeth gently nipped at my skin, making me shiver involuntarily.

“Riorem.”

I whispered to soothe him.

But Riorem was already biting down on my back after my neck.

Firm, yet cautious touches continued, and I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“We’re outside, you know.”

“…Do you actually care about that sort of thing?”

“To be honest, not really… but it’s a bit too noticeable, ah…”

He brushed aside my long, braided hair and sucked lightly on my skin.

His hand, now heated with desire, softly caressed my shoulder.

“I won’t. There’s no way I could do anything with you here.”

Even as he said that, Riorem pulled me closer.

His chest pressed against my back.

Thump, thump, thump.

The strong rhythm of his heartbeat transmitted through our contact.

Feeling those fast beats, I laughed without meaning to.

“Your words and actions don’t match, Riorem.”

However, as I had declared, Riorem didn’t go any further.

He tried to quell his desire to hold me deeper in his arms using only his hands and lips.

I turned my head and looked at him. His blue eyes were, as always, burning intensely.

It suddenly occurred to me that his eyes resembled the color of this bright, clear sky.

And that it had been a long time since I last gazed into them like this.

“Now that I think about it, it’s been a while since you’ve held yourself back like this.”

At my words, Riorem clenched his teeth.

Since we had reunited, Riorem had rarely restrained his desires.

If he wanted to suck my feet, he did. If he wanted to bite my lips, he did.

And after our first union, he never hesitated to thrust himself into me.

So it felt oddly unfamiliar to see him holding back so desperately despite his burning desire.

There had been a time when restraint like this had been more common.

I gently caressed his cheek.

A long time ago, I hadn’t been able to do this for the slave who had longed to touch me but couldn’t even express it—only shedding tears.

And this was also something I could never have said back then:

“Keep holding yourself back, won’t you?”

“…Ah.”

Riorem’s face contorted.

Back when he was just my foot-washing slave, I used to coax him to stop holding back.

I’d tell him to stop pleasuring himself while staring at me with burning eyes,
and instead climb onto the bed and thrust his slick member into me.

Back then, I thought that was all our relationship would ever be.

That made me crave him more, so I tempted him further.

But now, he was my husband.

He no longer had any reason to restrain his desires.

He knew I accepted all of him—so much so that he would sometimes push me to my limits, embracing me with everything he had.

So now, teasing him through denial was simply too tempting.

Riorem lowered his forehead onto my shoulder, seemingly trying to suppress the heat boiling inside him.

As I looked down at him, I whispered in his ear,

“Want me to help? If it’s just with my hand, no one will notice.”

“Don’t even think about it.”

Riorem replied, practically spitting the words.

Then, with a long sigh, he muttered,

“You really do say the one thing I wish you wouldn’t…”

From Riorem’s trousers, something stirred roughly.

I ended up bursting out laughing.

We didn’t leave the beach until lunchtime.

Though our clothes had nearly dried, Riorem still insisted on stopping by a shop to buy two large towels.

‘His accent really is peculiar.’

I quietly watched Riorem as he ordered food, wrapped in towels.

I must not have been the only one who thought that, as the shop owner was also staring at Riorem with a strange expression.

Imperial dialects vary greatly, but a well-dressed, handsome young man—looking like someone from the capital—speaking in such an unfamiliar accent was bound to attract attention.

Eventually, I couldn’t stand it anymore and spoke up.

“Biscuits with strawberry jam, lemon cake, and two of the bread you’re baking right now, please.”

Now the owner’s gaze shifted to me.
Though my hat was pulled low enough to hide not just my eyes but most of my features,
he must have known.

Despite my flawless Imperial pronunciation, my word choice was oddly classical and refined—clearly not that of an ordinary vacationer.

The shop owner looked between us.

A strangely accented but good-looking man who couldn’t even read the menu,
and a woman speaking like nobility while hiding her face.

He must have pieced together a perfect story in his head, as he stepped away with a knowing smile.

As a bonus, he hung a vine-woven screen to block others’ view of our table from outside.

“Another situation just like usual,”

Riorem said, looking toward the back of the shop with a cool expression.

Still, as if there was something he had to say, he opened his mouth quietly.

“I was going to order the grilled fish this area is famous for.”

“Was that one of the things you wanted to do for me?”

“Yes.”

Riorem answered plainly.

The old Riorem would have reacted first with insecurity about not being able to read or about his strange accent.


But he was different now.

What mattered most to him now wasn’t hiding his shortcomings—
but giving me special memories, even if it meant asking for help from the very person who had once made him feel so inferior.

I found that change deeply endearing.

So I gladly placed the additional order with the owner, just as he had wanted.
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The meal was quite good.

I understood why Riorem had gone so far as to ask me to place the order.

However, we discovered one very trivial fact.

Neither of us was accustomed to this kind of dining experience.

It wasn’t surprising — I hardly ever went outside the palace grounds, and Riorem didn’t usually spend money on fancy meals.

In other words, this was essentially a first experience for both of us.

And Riorem was a man who got unexpectedly excited over such trivial facts.

By the time we finished even the cold lemon tea for palate cleansing, Riorem grabbed my hand and pulled me along.

I heard the shop owner cheerfully greeting us upon seeing the gold coins Riorem placed on the table, but Riorem didn’t look back.

While everyone else headed toward the sea, we made our way toward a hill on the opposite side.

As the familiar glass window drew closer, Riorem’s steps grew quicker. 

The grip on my wrist tightened.

Eventually, as we entered the garden, Riorem lifted me up entirely. 

The slowly closing gate and garden trees quickly faded behind us.

He carried me up the stairs and only set me down when we reached the sofa beside the window.

His large hand undid the buttons of my dress. 

The salt still lingering on my skin shimmered under the clear sunlight.

I spoke with a teasing smile,

“Surely, you’re not going to lick this too?”

“Do you think I can’t?”

“Heh, licking comes after washing. Just the thought makes me feel salty.”

Riorem laughed from deep in his throat at my words.

I steadied myself by placing my hand on the windowsill.

“Haa…”

His breath spilled down my back.

His large hand gripped my hips, then pounded inside. 

This was a slightly different position than usual.

Normally, even when behind me, he stayed close, like a grafted limb.

Today, holding my hips and shaking them, Riorem’s movements were faster and rougher than usual.

“Haa, haa… ah, ugh…”

Thud, thud.

Thud.

With a dull sound, pain and pleasure surged together.

I swallowed a moan that seemed like a groan.

I wasn’t particularly shy, but seeing the sea so clearly from here made me a little self-conscious.

‘Someone might really be watching this side…’

Still, I enjoyed the heat coming from behind while hanging onto the windowsill.

The salty sea breeze tousling my hair and the heat pushing inside me nonstop coexisted in a fresh yet pleasant way.

Noticing my reaction, Riorem moved his hips even more violently.

Every time he thrust up, my half-exposed breasts bounced this way and that.

But I had no time to care about that sensation — I just shook my hips in response to the rising heat, letting out muffled moans.

Once again, his member was buried deep to the root. 

The thick head ruthlessly bruised my womb and knocked on the entrance.

Before I could get used to the pleasure, Riorem pulled back sharply.

His hooked tip scratched all my fles as it withdrew.

It was hot.

It was overwhelming.

Yet the stimulation was endlessly delightful.

I moaned incessantly in the salty wind that tousled my hair.

On my nape, Riorem’s lips descended.

While still thrusting fiercely, he bit and sucked my neck and earlobe, leaving bright red marks.

Suddenly, he whispered,

“I love you.”

I couldn’t help but smile.

His true feelings, which only came out when he moved his hips like a beast after all patience was gone, were adorable.

I squeezed out my voice and answered,

“Yeah, I love you too.”

Hearing this, Riorem gasped roughly.

His member, which had been pounding inside endlessly, also throbbed fiercely.

Soon an unbearable heat poured out.

Except for the splattering sounds of fluids, nothing else could be heard as his rough and fast movements began.

Soon, Riorem’s seed would fill me completely. 

My womb, already tormented by pleasure, would experience an excruciatingly intense climax from the ejaculation.

I buried my head into the windowsill, shielding myself from the sun pouring down on us.

At least next time, I thought, I want to do this after washing.

I sat by the window quietly watching the night sea.

The beach was still crowded with people. 

Thanks to the candles lining the sand, it wasn’t particularly dark.

“Is this what a tourist spot is like?”

I thought as I listened to the sound of the waves.

Despite the crowd, the crashing of waves on the sand was still clearly audible.

After a while, Riorem came up the stairs. 

He was carrying the bedsheets that had been sun-dried during the day.

I let out a happy laugh.

“You’re getting really good at this now.”

When I, intoxicated by pleasure, collapsed onto the bed and fell asleep, Riorem changed the bedsheets and washed away the fluids that had soiled them.

For me, other than when we were entwined, I could always enjoy the sheets fresh and dry. 

But for Riorem, who had to clean both me and the damp bed, it must have been quite a troublesome process.

Yet Riorem never showed any sign of displeasure. 

It was much better than having other people come into the house.

‘At least from Riorem’s point of view.’

I slowly reached out my arm toward him as he approached. 

Sensing the signal, Riorem wrapped his arms around my waist and sat me down on his lap.

In a quiet voice, Riorem asked,

“Do you like this place?”

“If I say I like it, will we move here?”

“…That’s not possible. Too many people come and go.”

“Don’t worry, I understand that well.”

At my words, Riorem furrowed his brows slightly and tightened his embrace around my waist.

“I’m sorry.”

“What are you apologizing for?”

“For not letting you live in a place you like.”

“Haha, why would that be your fault? It’s because of my bloodline. And… I don’t even like this place enough to want to live here. I like ‘our home.’”

Riorem’s blue eyes looked at me with a somewhat doubtful expression.

“Really?”

“Do I have any reason to lie?”

“But… seeing you this happy like earlier is the first time. It wasn’t like this even at Dynamis Castle.”

Only then did I understand what Riorem meant.

‘Maybe it’s because I’ve been more actively moving around here than when I was in the Arete Kingdom.’

I had been more active today than usual — I even jumped into the sea and ordered what I wanted directly at the restaurant.

I think I was generally kind to the people I met too. The only one I teased was Riorem.

Now that I think about it, this might be the first time I’ve spent time so carefree without any calculation.

I never had such time in the Duchy of Peroa. 

I was harshly trained to be sold at a high price, and in reaction, I only caused trouble.

It wasn’t much different when I was a slave in the Arete Kingdom.

I could count the times I left Riorem’s bedroom on one hand, and the people I met generally didn’t help relieve my tension.

There wasn’t really anything in the Arete Kingdom that brought me pure joy.

Except for the wealth, lands, and castle Riorem had built with his own hands, there was nothing I cared for.

When I think about it, it’s not strange that Riorem misunderstood that I liked this place very much. 

It must have been the first time he’d seen me so relaxed.

But he was wrong.

I hugged Riorem’s neck and kissed him. Instead of the usual deep kiss, we just pressed our lips together, sharing only our warmth and touch.

Slowly, I pulled away and looked at him.

“I don’t like the place, I like where you are.”

I lifted the corner of my lips.

I thought I was giving a perfect smile I had learned all my life. 

But the reflection in his blue eyes was nothing like the one I’d practiced in the mirror.

It was a much less perfect smile. 

My lips were raised too much, and the corners of my eyes were too curved, so my golden eyes were barely visible.

Even knowing that, I couldn’t fix the expression.

“You wanted to make me happy… and that heart of yours made me happy. That’s why I liked this place.”

“If you want to make me happy, I’ll probably always be happy. Wherever I am.”

Riorem’s lips moved slightly.

He tried several times to speak but finally gave up and hugged me tightly.

He trapped me in his arms and caught his breath. 

My heartbeat reached him, and his heartbeat reached me.

Outside the window, various sounds still drifted in.

The excited voices of travelers.

The calls of shopkeepers boasting freshly grilled fish.

The sound of crashing waves.

But we were silent, caught up only in each other’s heartbeats.

Rarely, Riorem was the first to break the silence.

“There are still many places I want to take you to. Of course… it will only be for a few days like this time.”

“You’ve remembered many places you want to go with me all this time.”

“That sounds fun.”

I hugged Riorem tightly around the waist.

In truth, my life was not as restricted as Riorem thought. 

Having spent my whole life among suitors and fiancés across the continent, I had been to more places than he had.

At least, I had much more varied experiences than Riorem, who had lived as a slave all his life.

But I didn’t make that known. 


I was curious about the plans of this man who had left his dukedom to make me happy.

So next time too, I would follow his plan and happily enjoy that time.

Whatever is prepared, I will probably always be joyful and happy.

If you are with me.
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Chernea is acting strange.

Of course, Riolem already knew she was an unusual person by nature. 

But these past few days, she has been truly odd.

First, she stopped sneaking out to the village alone without Riolem noticing.

Riolem stared quietly at the firmly closed front door.

He had just come back from the neighboring village. 

He wanted to bring some familiar mainland food to Chernea, even just a little.

In other words, Chernea had been alone for a while. 

Riolem didn’t know how long he would be away, but it was clear he wouldn’t return for at least three or four hours.

Yet Chernea did not leave the house at all.

There were no obvious signs of surveillance or restrictions on her coming and going, but just from the look of the closed door, it was clear.

…Why?

Riolem furrowed his brow as he adjusted the milk pudding and fruit butter he was holding. 

Just in case, he climbed over the fence to check the back door, but it was the same — no sign it had been opened.

In other words, lately, Chernea hadn’t even gone out for a walk alone, not even into the garden behind the house.

It was strange.

If Chernea were an ordinary person, Riolem might have simply thought she was finally obeying his request not to go outside alone.

But Riolem knew Chernea Antoinetta del Peroa too well — she was a woman he had been painfully familiarized with. 

Because of that, he could sensitively detect her changes.

Chernea usually ignored Riolem’s requests. 

The more earnestly he asked, the more mischievous her reaction would be.

So he had no idea why she was acting like this now. 

What on earth was going on?

Riolem walked back toward the front door. 

Then he saw Chernea sitting by the window facing the sea.

That was another strange thing.

Since she stopped going outside, Chernea spent a lot of time sitting blankly on the sofa staring out the window.

It wasn’t a new habit for Chernea to like sitting in front of that window. 

Sitting on the sofa and leisurely watching the sparkling sea was something one rarely got tired of.

But recently, Chernea didn’t seem to be watching the sea, nor did she seem to be waiting for anyone walking along the coastal road.

“Usually, she’d lightly greet the villagers she saw outside the window.”

Today was no different.

Even though Riolem must have been visible walking from the back garden, Chernea showed no reaction at all.

She just sat there in a daze.

Riolem unconsciously clenched his teeth.

“Why on earth?”

Riolem opened the front door. 

Chernea turned to look his way, as if to see if there was any point to the door’s loud opening.

“You’re back, Riolem?”

“…Yes.”

Riolem tried to respond as normally as possible.

But it didn’t go well. 

Even the smile that usually appeared on Chernea’s lips was faint compared to usual.

His blue eyes glanced down at the dishes in front of Chernea. 

The thin soup was almost the same as when he left the house.

Except for the few spoonfuls Riolem had fed her himself, she probably hadn’t eaten anything.

“You haven’t touched your meal at all.”

“Hmm, I wasn’t really feeling like it.”

Riolem swallowed unconsciously.

Since noticing Chernea’s strange behavior, he had been worrying every day, but no good answer came.

At first, he thought maybe she was sick.

Lately, she had been unusually tired. 

She even seemed to have lost her appetite. 

So he thought she must have caught some illness.

“The weather was just right for a summer cold.”

Chernea was generally healthy but not particularly tough. 

In fact, when she got sick, she tended to suffer worse than others.

So he prepared mostly warm food and carefully warmed her shoulders with a hot pack while she slept.

But even that didn’t ease his worries.

She was the kind of woman who would be bedridden just with mild cold symptoms, so he thought she could still get sick despite those measures.

For days, he watched her carefully, but Chernea didn’t show clear signs of illness. 

Though she had a slight fever, it didn’t seem severe.

Yet the strange symptoms grew worse. 

The frequency of her sitting blankly or picking at her food increased.

So Riolem came to the conclusion it was a problem with food.

“…I bought some milk pudding and fruit butter. I’ll bake some bread, so please at least eat that.”

“You must have gone quite far.”

“Not really far.”

Of course, I had to cross a mountain, but that was nothing.

Actually, it was the closest place selling inland ingredients familiar to Chernea.

‘At least compared to what they sell here,’ Riorem thought as he entered the kitchen.

Since settling in the seaside village, Riorem and Chernea had been eating a lot of seafood.

Looking back now, it was a careless menu choice.

The Duchy of Peroa has no sea, after all. 

It must have been hard for Chernea to get used to eating seafood she had never eaten in her life.

So Riorem brought what he could find of the foods Chernea used to eat often.

Though far less lavish than the dinners served to the Peroa princess, still… if it was familiar food, she might eat a little. 

That was his hope.

But Riorem’s hope was quickly shattered.

Bang!

As soon as the rich smell of butter filled the house, Chernea flung open the window.

Startled, Riorem turned to her, and her shoulders twitched slightly.

At a glance, Chernea’s expression was no different from usual. 

But Riorem knew his wife too well to ignore the slight hardening at the corner of her mouth.

Without a word, Riorem took the food from the oven and carried it outside to the garden.

There was no need to ask if it was because of the smell. 

She reacted so obviously. 

After airing out the room, Chernea’s expression returned to normal.

‘Though her complexion still didn’t look good…’

Riorem firmly shut his mouth and lifted Chernea into his arms. 

Only after seating her on his lap, feeling her body warmer than usual, did his trembling hands begin to calm down.

Golden eyes quietly watched the scene.

“Riorem.”

“Don’t worry too much. It’s just that your body isn’t feeling quite as well as usual.”

“Is it because of the weather? Or does the perfume I changed to last time not suit you? Or…”

Perhaps because the words came out all at once, Chernea laughed aloud for the first time in a while.

“I really am okay. I heard it’s just something that happens with our constitution if we set our mind to it…”

Her words trailed off.

Riorem quietly lowered his head to look at Chernea. 

As expected, her eyelids were half-closed.

This was the strangest part.

Chernea was a sharp, sensitive person. 

She almost never dozed off like this, and rarely took naps.

But these past few days, she kept dozing off like someone who hadn’t slept at all during the night, falling asleep suddenly at any moment.

Riorem slowly stood up.

He was becoming more and more cautious. 

He didn’t know the cause, but strange things kept happening.

That’s why, though he knew it was pointless, he kept asking Chernea if she was feeling unwell or if there was a problem.

But the answers were always similar:

“I’m fine, it’s nothing, really.”

Recalling those words repeated for days, his chest tightened painfully.

If only he could write and ask Teumesia. 

Yet even using his own name was still awkward for him.

‘What on earth should I do?’

Every meal he prepared ended in failure.

Maybe her tastes had changed? Even when he carefully brought new gifts, her reaction was always lukewarm.

Decorations, furniture, books, flowers—none of it helped. 

No matter how hard he tried to pick things Chernea would like, it was meaningless.

He was anxious.

Was Chernea seriously ill?

Or maybe she was simply fed up with this life?

As his thoughts drifted toward the extreme, Riorem finally reached the bedside.

He gently set Chernea down, and her long eyelashes fluttered.

Soon, she opened her eyes.

“Hmm… I must have dozed off again.”

“Please rest more.”

Riorem scratched his dry throat and barely replied.

Golden eyes glanced at Riorem.

“Now that you mention it…”

Chernea whispered,

“I think I want some fruit. Something sour, like oranges or pomegranates.”

“Would blueberries be okay too?”

“Probably.”

Only then did Riorem’s face brighten.

“Rest well. I’ll go get some right away.”

“At this hour?”

“I saw some fruit-bearing trees not far from here. I should be able to pick some quickly.”

Chernea’s eyelids closed again as she lay back down.

Riorem kissed her delicate eyes, then quietly stepped out of the room.


Maybe he was so excited because Chernea had finally spoken what could be called a ‘request’ after a long time.

He didn’t notice at all that Chernea was still awake.

After he closed the front door and left, Chernea murmured with a hint of a smile:

“When will he notice, I wonder.”
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I hadn’t felt well since morning.

It had already been three weeks since even the faintest odors, which I normally wouldn’t notice, started to bother me.

Today, I barely managed to drink a single glass of milk.

Fortunately, my husband seemed touched just by that.

The moment I set down the empty glass, Riorem silently took it and went to the sink.

I quietly watched him leave through the back door.

There was no sign of fatigue from the repeated labor of the past few weeks in his straight posture.

‘Is it because he’s used to hard work? Or maybe…’

After learning that I could only handle freshly squeezed milk, Riorem had been stopping by the village on the opposite side every dawn to buy milk.

He never forgot to pick wild berries kissed by the morning dew.

Judging by his actions, he looked like a husband anxiously fretting over his wife’s pregnancy.

‘Though in reality, he has no clue.’

I smiled softly and sat down on the chair by the window.

The window that Riorem had opened earlier let in the warm summer breeze.

The outdoor air flooded over my shoulders.

‘This makes it a bit better.’

The refreshing air lifted my spirits. The metallic, fishy taste that had lingered in my mouth for days seemed to fade somewhat.

While enjoying the breeze, I suddenly felt a gaze from behind.

Turning my head, I met the eyes of the man standing tall across the living room, watching me.

“Have you already finished the dishes?”

“Yes.”

His blue eyes scrutinized my face carefully.

Perhaps the fresh air had improved my complexion, because Riorem’s expression softened slightly.

‘It’s really remarkable.’

Having watched me for so long, it made sense that he was sensitive to my changes.

But the way he could easily catch even the slightest shift in my mood, despite my subtle expressions, never failed to amaze me.

Is it because all his senses are focused on me?

Thinking that made me smile despite the queasiness in my stomach.

I reached out and called him over.

“Come here, Riorem. Why have you been just watching me from there all this time?”

“…There’s still the smell of soap on my hands.”

“That’s fine.”

Even after I said that, Riorem didn’t relax at all.

Still, he couldn’t ignore my invitation, so he cautiously approached me.

Ready to pull away at any moment, he knelt down on the floor.

“……”

As if by habit, Riorem studied my complexion.

When I showed no reaction despite him being so close, he finally bent over my knees.

Slowly, his head lowered onto my thigh. His strong arms wrapped around my waist as gently as feathers.

I looked down at the man, who was so much bigger than me, with an amused expression.

“You’ve lost some color, haven’t you.”

I brushed Riorem’s gaunt cheeks with my fingertips.

He had been at a loss over my sudden changes that started just a few days ago.

He was overly cautious in everything and reacted excessively to the smallest movement.

That’s why this beautiful face had grown so thin. Unable to ease his mind, he naturally lost weight.

Maybe it was my bad personality that made me want to tease him even more because this look was so endearing.

I quietly looked down at my lower belly. Riorem’s black hair covered the small bump like a blanket.

I had realized I was pregnant about a week ago.

Something had felt strange all month. Sleepiness came even before nightfall, and fatigue wouldn’t go away. My mood swings were loud and wild.

‘Riorem doesn’t have a clue.’

Perhaps because he had tolerated my temper all his life, Riorem hadn’t noticed my emotional instability these past few days.

I was the only one who didn’t understand.

I was not usually a very emotional person. Except for things concerning Riorem, most feelings were faint, like ink diluted in seawater.

But recently, it had been different. I felt joy clearly, irritation, and anger.

Then, I suddenly remembered someone from long ago who had shown similar traits.

It was when one of the Dukes of the Serpantov Imperial Family, who would become my mother, was expecting a sibling.

Like all royalty, she was a person with little emotion. But at that time, she was somewhat different — more ‘human,’ if you will.

Recalling that, everything made sense.

I was carrying Riorem’s child.

‘I can’t believe it happened this quickly.’

I chuckled softly as I caressed my lower belly.

The women of the Serpantov Imperial Family were generally wealthy.

Not only were they naturally fertile, but the children they bore were exceptional and strong.

Luxury was more fun and stimulating than love games. So the women who had left the royal household after receiving titles repeatedly engaged in contract marriages, childbirth, and divorce, amassing enormous wealth.

The children they bore were sold for tremendous dowries. They usually met the high expectations of bearing strong heirs.

My sisters had also been sold that way.

In fact, both of them gave birth to outstanding heirs, which had raised my own value.

But I had never been pregnant until now.

Looking back, it was strange.

I had been the most reckless of my siblings and even served as a mistress’s bedroom slave with a strong libido.

‘The women of the Serpantov Imperial Family are known to conceive as soon as they want to, almost instantly.’

Perhaps my circumstances hadn’t been stable enough until now.

It hadn’t been a situation where I could safely bring a child into the world.

Still, the moment I thought maybe it was okay now, I became pregnant.

Even as such thoughts drifted through my mind, Riorem watched my expression with a crestfallen face.

He was truly adorable.

I tousled Riorem’s hair and whispered,

“Shall we go for a walk together for the first time in a while?”

“…Do you think that will be alright?”

“Yes. I’m also curious about what kind of bread the bakery has baked today.”

At my words, Riorem’s face brightened instantly.

I guessed he had been restless since I’d been cooped up at home for weeks, while I usually went out whenever I had the chance.

I sat quietly in the chair as Riorem prepared to go out.

It was all his job to prepare my shoes and clothes and lock the doors and windows.

When we stepped outside, it was already summer.

The sweltering heat carried the sea breeze, which tousled Riorem’s hair.

He watched my every step with concern.

Seeing him so anxious over just a few days of my poor health made me wonder how dramatic he would be once he fully understood I was pregnant.

Riorem’s overprotectiveness and my slowed pace created a disastrous chain reaction.

We ended up spending more than twice our usual time on the coastal road.

By the time we reached the bakery, it was already late morning.

Usually, the display shelves would be empty by then.

Today, we were surprisingly lucky.

The Child of the Bakery, who was a picky eater, had been whining to try freshly baked bread, so the Bakery Owner had just pulled out a fresh batch.

The Bakery Owner, speaking confidently, brought over the new bread.

It was fragrant with a heavy basil scent.

Normally, it would have smelled delicious.

“Ugh…”

I groaned softly and furrowed my brow.

The basil scent, which would usually whet my appetite, smelled especially foul, perhaps because I hadn’t smelled it in so long.

As soon as I frowned, both the Owner and Riorem startled and turned to look at me.

But unlike Riorem, who looked flustered and unsure, the plump-faced woman wore a knowing expression.

The Owner quietly asked,

“Could it be…?”

Instead of answering, I smiled.

Watching me and Riorem alternate glances, the Owner burst out laughing.

She seemed to have realized that Riorem still didn’t know about my pregnancy since she didn’t congratulate us outright.

“Wait here a moment.”

Hiding a twitching smile, the Owner went behind the oven.

She returned holding a few flatbreads that looked simply baked with minimal ingredients.

I glanced at Riorem instead of the bread.

He looked somewhat cold as if he couldn’t understand the Owner’s long-winded explanations about how I needed to force myself to eat despite poor appetite and how she herself only tolerated bread baked plainly with just flour, salt, and sugar.

But when the Owner handed the bread over without taking any money, Riorem looked utterly confused.

The Owner seemed to enjoy their reaction and never once mentioned words like ‘pregnancy’ or ‘morning sickness.’

I stifled a laugh and left the bakery.

It had been a pleasant moment.

When else would I get to see Riorem’s silly face like this?

But despite the joy, I was very tired.

Maybe it was the warm summer breeze, but sleepiness washed over me.

Before we’d even passed half the coastal road, Riorem lifted me up in his arms.

I dozed off while nestled in his embrace.

Half-asleep and held close, we soon arrived home.

Riorem put me down on the bed and immediately rolled up his sleeves.

He probably planned to finish all the housework while I slept.

Instead of letting him go, I grabbed the hem of his shirt.

His blue eyes looked down at me with a complicated expression.

But Riorem had never once beaten me in these silent battles.

Soon, the huge man was nestled in my arms.

I called to him gently.

“Riorem.”

“…Are you feeling unwell again?”

“No, I think it’s about time to tell you.”

Only then did Riorem look up at me.


His face was full of some unknown tension.

I smiled, pressing my nose against his.

This was the phrase I had wanted to say so badly.

“Congratulations on becoming a father.”
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“…Yes?”

Riorem repeated as if in a groan.

His face, as beautiful as a painting, was filled only with confusion. It seemed he simply couldn’t comprehend what I had just said.

I burst out laughing.

“There’s a child. Your child.”

Had he finally understood?

Riorem’s expression twisted into a complete mess.

There was no trace of joy on his face—only embarrassment.

As if he had committed some terrible sin.

“…My child, you say?”

“Of course. Who else could it be besides you?”

I felt the smile deepen on my lips.

Riorem’s reaction was closer to self-reproach. That, too, was so very Riorem.

I cupped his cheek, still flushed with confusion and embarrassment. As I pressed quick, soft kisses to his forehead, damp with cold sweat, the arms wrapped around my waist trembled slightly.

Under the midday sun filtering into the bedroom, a pair of blue eyes looked at me.

Gazing into those eyes—deep and shifting like the ocean—I thought it would be wonderful if our child inherited those beautiful blue eyes.

‘Though if that happens, Riorem will surely be even more unsettled.’

He was a man already so shaken just by the fact that I carried his child.

If the child had blue eyes just like his instead of the golden eyes inherited from the Imperial Family, he would no doubt blame himself like mad.

That thought was utterly endearing.

I stroked Riorem’s hair, damp and disheveled from sweat.

“So, is that all you wanted to say to me?”

“……”

Even after saying so much, his stiff face hardly softened.

Rather, as if breathing itself was a crime, he quietly stared at me with a deeply darkened expression.

“…I am happy.”

“And?”

“I am very… grateful and honored. But……”

“But?”

Riorem hesitated.

A trembling breath escaped from between his now parched lips.

“Is this… okay? How dare I……”

His voice sank into unease, trembling in the daylight.

“How dare someone like me… bring about something like this……”

I waited silently for him to continue.

But no complete sentence ever came. He seemed confused, unsure how to respond or what to say.

So, I helped him clarify his thoughts.

“You mean, how could the seed of a mere slave dare to sprout within a Noble Womb?”

“…Yes. That’s right.”

Despite using such extreme wording, Riorem showed no sign of agitation.

Instead, he looked up at me calmly, as if that expression was perfectly justified.

“How adorable.”

I voiced my thoughts aloud.

Perhaps sensing the sticky heat mixed in my voice, Riorem’s shoulders twitched sharply.

Feigning ignorance, I showered continuous kisses on his cheeks, forehead, and lips.

I probably would never fully understand this man.

If it were me, I would feel exhilarated to know my child was growing inside such a precious body.

‘But… I can’t deny how much this part of Riorem pleases me.’

I met eyes with a man who could neither rejoice nor despair.

“Try to be a little happier. It’s your first pregnancy, after all. I don’t want to hear too many apologies.”

“I’m sorry……”

“I told you to be happy.”

At my words, Riorem let out a short sigh.

“Is that really alright?”

“Of course. You’re carrying the child of the man I love.”

His Adam’s apple bobbed roughly.

His strong arms carefully pulled me close.

It was a hug that both sought to confirm I was truly in his embrace yet feared to squeeze too tightly and break me.

I waited a long while after that, but Riorem never smiled.

Even that was so very Riorem.



The next morning was exactly as I had expected.

Before dawn, Riorem left the house to cross the mountain. He bought fresh milk from the neighboring village and picked a few wild strawberries on his way back.

By the time I woke up, everything was already prepared.

I nibbled on the strawberries, watching Riorem. The skin beneath his eyes was noticeably dark.

Had his harsh life finally caught up to him? Riorem was normally very strong.

His face wouldn’t look that worn from missing just one night’s sleep.

He must have suffered deeply all night.

I pretended not to notice and focused on eating the wild strawberries on my plate.

His exhausted appearance was rather endearing to me.

What happened next pleased me as well.

When I finished eating and stood from my chair, Riorem, pale-faced and lost in thought, hurried toward me.

“Don’t overexert yourself.”

Even when I reached for the water bottle because I wanted a drink, he said the same.

“I’ll do it for you.”

When I wanted to open a window to get some fresh air while he cleaned the house, he stopped me again.

“The sun isn’t fully up yet; the breeze is cold. I’ll open it when the temperature rises.”

Whenever I tried to do anything, he came running immediately.

This repeated for several days straight.

If I even showed signs of trying to get out of bed, he’d rush to lift me up, and wherever I sat, he stacked three cushions just so.

Even a little sweat brought him running with a clean towel to wipe me down, and he washed any used towels right away.

Seeing such fuss, I gave up on going for walks and instead strolled the garden behind the house.

Then came the most ridiculous remark.

“Next time, tell me to go out first. I need to bring a coat suited for the weather.”

“A coat? It’s summer now, Riorem.”

“The sea breeze is chilly, isn’t it?”

I shrugged exaggeratedly.

“You’re really over the top.”

“Why are you letting go of my arm? Don’t walk alone. It’s dangerous.”

I quietly took his arm again. If I let go, he might try to carry me everywhere and never let me walk on my own.

A walk with Riorem by my side wasn’t unpleasant. He had just finished gathering the laundry, his sleeves rolled up to his forearms, and I quite liked the sight.

Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling it was all a bit excessive.

After a short walk, we had lunch.

‘I’m not even sure if this counts as a meal.’

I thought as I swallowed the juice flooding my mouth.

Weeks had passed, yet morning sickness still gripped me harshly.

So, aside from a few fruits and milk, I couldn’t swallow much else.

Riorem fussed over this too.

Seeing the ‘fragile’ me struggling even to chew fruit, he had started mashing it and feeding it to me by hand.

If he could, I was sure he’d chew it for me as well.

Of course, being treated so delicately was not unpleasant.

Though I acted like a sugar doll, overly pampered, it was amusing to watch Riorem struggle.

It was also a relief that, overwhelmed by guilt, he no longer tried to control me like before.

Though he still hated me talking to others, Riorem faithfully sent the letters I wrote to Teumesa.

He even watched me write those letters without pouncing or causing a fuss.

‘It’s comfortable, but…….’

As Riorem carefully laid me down on the bed, I quietly watched his profile.

Being physically comfortable didn’t mean everything was perfect.

Especially the heat sometimes rising unbearably between my legs bothered me.

My desire was piling up, completely unsatisfied.

There were husbands who couldn’t wait ten months and threw themselves at their pregnant wives, but I could not expect that from Riorem.

‘This is a man who comes running because he’s worried I might hurt my wrists even lifting a cup. There’s no way he’d do something like that.’

Even if this was the cautious period, would things be different later?

Honestly, even during the stable period, I doubted he’d so much as let me touch him with a finger.

Thinking this, a languid heat around my clitoris intensified.

Eventually, I couldn’t hold back and tugged Riorem’s hand under the covers.

But he didn’t move at all.

“Would you like me to help you sleep?”

His low voice tickled my ear.

“How would you help me sleep? Holding me only until I fall asleep and then rushing back to the living room again?”

“……”

Riorem didn’t answer.

Not out of embarrassment, but because no matter what I said, he had no intention of changing his attitude.

I found his stubbornness endearing in most ways, but this time it was frustrating.

“You act as if I’m going to melt away, Riorem.”

“……”

“Take it easy. I might get so frustrated I throw this bowl at your face.”

“…I’ll replace all the dishes with lightweight wooden ones. Feel free to do so if you wish.”

I chuckled.

Riorem didn’t worry at all that I might smash the dishes, ruin the house, or hurt him.

There was only one thing on his mind: my weakened wrist joints from pregnancy.


It was laughable.

How could I get angry at a man who stared at me like something was broken inside him?

‘Ah… I really can’t stand this.’

I grabbed Riorem’s wrist firmly and pulled.
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Leorem collapsed onto me as if flowing down.

I lifted my head and searched for Leorem’s lips. When I breathed into that hesitant place that still twitched slightly, Leorem slowly tilted his head.

Our lips met, and our tongues touched.

The kiss deepened in an instant.

Leorem’s kiss was exactly like his cock—once it started, it blazed like a fire spreading to dry kindling.

His tongue ravaged every corner inside my lips. It scratched the tender spots, rubbed the soft places, making my body tremble.

Soon, he swallowed everything of mine.

The breath I barely exhaled, the saliva that began to well up and pool, the moans that slipped out reflexively—all of it was sucked in.

With one hand he gripped my waist, and with the other he cupped the back of my head, continuing the kiss.

Not a single gap was allowed for me. All I could do was accept him exploring every place where he touched.

As if that wasn’t enough, Leorem held me tightly in an embrace. My body felt swallowed by his chest.

Bound helplessly by his firm arms, I exhaled hot breaths. This steadfast embrace, this warmth clinging desperately to me, was dizzyingly exquisite.

Like a long-lasting kiss, our body heat mixed so thoroughly it lost all sense of shape.

But perhaps it was only natural. The contact ended there.

“Haa…”

Leorem pulled away his lips.

I looked down at my hand resting on his chest. Thump, thump. The rough pounding of his heartbeat pulsed clearly beneath my palm.

I asked in a languid voice, “Why stop? It’s okay to go further than this.”

“…No.”

He tilted his head, brushing the veins standing out on his neck.

“Why? You look like you want to.”

“That’s why I said no. I won’t be able to hold back.”

Leorem spoke through clenched teeth.

His lips were slick with saliva, indistinguishable from whose it was.

“If your body’s burning and you can’t hold it, I’ll do it with my mouth.”

“You know that’s not what I want.”

“But you like it when I suck you, don’t you?”

His eyes, darkened from suppressing desire, looked down at me. I burst out laughing.

“Haha! You’ve gotten quite shameless, Leorem. Now you even say things like that.”

“I guess it’s because I’m married.”

Though his tone sounded dry, his pale neck was flushing red.

Apparently, he wanted to stir me up with dirty talk and then just satisfy my needs quickly.

Even though he must already know that what I want isn’t the stimulation itself, but sharing pleasure with him.

“So after I leave… you’ll go outside and cool down by yourself? Like you run away from bed every night?”

“…”

“Are you really going to just endure it? Until I have the baby?”

“…Yes. I think that’s the right thing for now.”

Leorem said stubbornly.

I laughed, my throat trembling.

He said he’d satisfy my desires, but he’d hold back no matter what. He couldn’t even bear to lie next to me, darting out of the bedroom every night.

Well, I could understand. Even to me, it was obvious that the moment Leorem loosened the reins on his desire, it would run wild and uncontrollable.

‘It’s not like he hasn’t been through it before.’

But that’s exactly why I wanted to share love with him even more.

“Yeah, definitely penetration is still dangerous. You always go in until your uterus is squished.”

“…”

“But think about this, Leorem. I love you this much. Do you think I want to see you just getting hard and swallowing saliva?”

“…Still, no.”

“No, it’s fine.”

I adjusted my position and lay straight on the bed. Then I pulled my knees together and hugged them.

The hem of my skirt slipped down the lifted legs. A small gap was visible between my exposed thighs.

I traced the space with my fingertips.

“At least here, wouldn’t it be okay?”

Leorem’s Adam’s apple bobbed sharply.

“…Okay, then?”

I couldn’t help but smile.

‘As expected, he won’t refuse this.’

I had thought so.

Having his huge cock inside me was something I could only do for about a year, so I could hold back.

But rubbing against other places was something we had done for a long time, so my body would heat up.

The more familiar the sensation, the harder it is to endure.

Leorem bent his knees and stood up, hastily undoing his pants.

His member, crushed under the waistband for weeks, bounced up with a thump.

His lower half was so aroused it looked almost blackened. Heat shimmered over the swollen, swollen head.

“Goodness.”

Was it the hot weather, or that he had held back too long?

Either way, saliva pooled in my mouth.

But Leorem didn’t rush. Instead, he carefully aimed his pillar at me with a very cautious expression.

The male scent hit me sharply as he approached.

Soon his dark-red cock slipped between my thighs. The swollen head popped out between the soft white skin.

Slowly, Leorem’s hips began to move.

“Hoo…”

His brows furrowed. The ticklish sensation of the soft skin around his cock seemed to torment him.

I hugged my thighs tighter for him. When that wasn’t enough, Leorem grabbed my thighs with his large hands to hold me steady.

I looked up at his focused face with interest. The swollen head dripped precum far above my navel.

A strange sight.

So he had gone this deep before, and I had taken him in this far… just seeing this visually made my breath catch.

“Hoo…”

Leorem’s breath grew rougher.

He seemed to be trying hard to restrain himself, but moans slipped out little by little, as if he couldn’t hold back.

‘He usually controls himself well.’

But the feeling of sliding between soft thighs after a long time seemed to intoxicate him.

I smiled softly and squeezed my thighs tighter.

“Kuh.”

Leorem gritted his teeth.

The rumble in his throat he couldn’t swallow tickled my ear.

It was lewd.

This man’s pleasure, spewed out because he couldn’t hold back any longer, was sweet.

Normally Leorem would be more patient, but he had held back for quite a while and was now hypersensitive.

So I decided to enjoy this moment fully.

I pressed my thighs against his cock firmly. As expected, his heavy breathing spilled over his chest.

Then suddenly.

The head that had only brushed the skin between my thighs suddenly pressed down hard on my clit.

“Haah…!”

A moan escaped me involuntarily.

Pressed mercilessly strong, I reached a faint climax in an instant.

I lifted my head to look at Leorem. He was smiling with bared teeth.

His low voice, half drowned in a sigh, whispered.

“You wanted to do it together… that’s why you kept pestering me, right?”

“Leorem, you… ah, ah… aah!”

My vision flashed again.

The head, pressing down with weight on my clit, and the rugged shaft rubbing against it.

It overwhelmed both sight and touch. Every sensation became unrealistically vivid.

Leorem, enjoying the pressure, pushed his cock all the way to the root again.

Then he set his posture and gradually increased speed. The bulging veins on his forearms, revealed as he rolled up his sleeves, became more prominent.

Thrust, thrust.

His cock slid against the inside of my thighs with wet sounds. Every time the skin rubbed together, more moisture splashed up onto my already soaked lower belly.

My legs and Leorem’s cock were a mess. Soaked in fluids whose owner was unknown, everything was slick and damp.

“Ah, haa, ha! Aaah.”

“Hoo, ugh…”

As the number of strokes between my thighs increased, our breaths mixed in a chaotic symphony.

We lost ourselves to each other without thinking.

The pleasure from just insertion wasn’t honest, but it was filthier than that.

The squelching sound continued endlessly. The fast rubbing on my clit sent waves of pleasure shivering through my whole body.

Finally, the head shot out semen.

So thick it clumped like lumps, the sticky fluid poured down my lower belly and chest.

But Leorem didn’t stop moving his hips.

Thrust, thrust.

Between my thighs came an even stranger sound than before. The ejaculation, soaking my lower half, didn’t stop, and my climax joined in insistently.

In the end, I climaxed, drenched in his semen.

Even as the pooled heat filled my lower belly and spread to the top of my head, Leorem’s release didn’t end.

“Haa, ha…”

Pshht, pshht.

Leorem, finally emptying the last traces, collapsed on top of me again.

I lay there weakly, stroking his back.

After a while, Leorem spoke.


“…I really can’t do this.”

I couldn’t help but laugh.

It would be better to loosen up little by little than to hold back until we soaked the bed and blankets.

But since washing and keeping my bedding dry were all his responsibilities, I said nothing and just gently stroked his head.
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I don’t even know what exactly, or how far, I’m allowed to go.

Catching his breath, Riorem found himself lost in the same thoughts he’d had more times than he could count.

Chernea was already unconscious. She had fallen asleep as if fainting, exhausted by the string of climaxes.

Because he just kept going without stopping.

Riorem looked down at the bed with an expression as if he’d lost his way.

Her naked white body was a complete mess. The semen he had spilled was splattered not only across Chernea’s lower belly but even onto the valley of her chest.

“Ha……”

His taut abs twitched with tension. The fact that he had just reached climax moments ago meant nothing—he could get hard just by looking at this woman’s toes.

Still, wasn’t it a bit much to push her until she passed out and then act like this?

Swallowed by self-reproach, Riorem gently spread Chernea’s thigh.

Thanks to the copious amount of her juices, there were no serious wounds, but the skin was reddened and raw.

Riorem let out a long sigh.

‘I really… should’ve told her no.’

He recalled the harsh words he’d heard as a child in the Temple.

The Priests had been right. He truly was a product of lewdness.

Otherwise, there was no way he would be tightening the thighs of the woman carrying his child and poking around in her like this every day.

Carefully, Riorem began to clean Chernea’s body. Instead of the crumpled mess of blankets, he fetched a dry, soft Summer Blanket to wrap her in and lay down beside her.

His body’s heat hadn’t cooled yet. If it were up to him, he’d leave the bedroom and stay awake all night, swinging his sword or jogging, just to clear his head.

But Chernea wouldn’t allow it. She even threatened she’d cry if he didn’t hold her all night.

Normally, he might have tried to resist. But after seeing Chernea actually cry, he couldn’t bring himself to sleep apart, no matter how restless his nights became.

Her Blue Eyes stared quietly at his pale face.

Nights like these slowly wore down Riorem’s patience.

He spent the whole night watching Chernea, becoming aroused on his own. Then morning came, and it became harder to resist Chernea’s temptations as she ran her hand between his thighs.

Still, he didn’t want to see those tears streaming down her face again.

‘…It’s absurdly arousing.’

Riorem muttered, frowning.

If he were an ordinary husband, he might have been at a loss trying to comfort his crying wife.

But the moment Chernea’s tears fell and she glared at him, Riorem honestly felt admiration.

‘So she really can cry.’

He wouldn’t say he knew everything about Chernea.

But he had watched her for a very long time and knew well that among all the emotions she could feel, sadness wasn’t one of them.

So when Chernea’s feelings stirred so violently that tears dampened her cheek—because of him—he was so overwhelmed that he struggled to suppress the urge to bury himself inside his wife.

He never wanted to make Chernea cry, never wanted to anger her by leaving her alone at night.

And that was how things ended up like this: a night where he couldn’t even touch himself, standing rock hard, only staring at Chernea.

His fingertips gently brushed Chernea’s eyes.

‘Her mood swings… have really gotten worse, huh?’

The shopkeepers and villagers they met on the road all warned about emotional changes in early pregnancy.

Even Chernea herself had admitted her feelings were unstable and cautioned him.

But Riorem hadn’t noticed much difference in Chernea’s behavior. It might seem odd to say this after seeing her cry, but her occasional temper and torment didn’t feel especially unusual.

Of course, sometimes it reminded him of his childhood days. But compared to then, it was less than half as hard now.

In truth, he barely realized she was even pregnant. If not for her gradually swelling belly, he probably wouldn’t have felt any reality at all.

‘…Is that why I keep getting hard all the time?’

Riorem’s gaze landed on the lower belly wrapped beneath five layers of Summer Blanket.

‘If you’re curious, go ahead and touch it.’

A phrase Chernea once said echoed in his mind.

Was it really okay? To place these heavy, hard hands on such a fragile life?

There were so many things he honestly wanted to ask.

How much pressure was safe to use when touching her belly? If she slept for too long, was it okay to wake her? Was surviving on a glass of milk and a few Wild Berries for half a day too hard on her?

And—was she ever afraid he might do something wrong?

“…….”

Riorem pressed his palm against his eyes.

Could he really trust this woman who said everything was fine?

After all that worrying, he pulled the blanket back over Chernea once more.



When the sun rose, his mind cleared somewhat.

Though, after climbing the mountain twice before dawn and still feeling so energetic, he wasn’t sure if “clear” was the right word……

Still, today he regained his senses more quickly. It was thanks to Chernea eating a slice of bread.

Unlike her swelling belly, Chernea’s morning sickness showed no sign of easing. So on days like today, when she managed to eat even a little grain, he wanted to shout with joy.

What’s more, after finishing her meal, Chernea even suggested going out first.

“The morning air feels nice. Shall we go for a walk?”

Riorem felt a twitch at the corner of his mouth.

She ate a slice of bread, and now a walk too.

Without realizing it, he smiled and stood up.

“Please wait a moment.”

Riorem immediately stepped out onto the Porch.

There, along the path leading to the coastal road, he quickly cleared every branch and pebble from the way.

In doing so, he naturally realized that today wasn’t the best day for a walk. The ground was slippery with Sea Mist that had settled overnight.

But since Chernea had taken the initiative to suggest a walk, he couldn’t refuse. If she started crying about being overprotected, he might not be able to hold himself back.

So Riorem smoothed the ground himself, dispersing the moisture that had settled.

Once he thought it safe enough, he rose, only to find Chernea leaning against the Porch, watching him.

Their eyes met, and she asked,

“What are you doing, Riorem?”

“The ground is slippery. I smoothed it so you wouldn’t fall.”

“You actually cleaned the dirt path in the Yard for something like that?”

“Yes. Still, it’s dangerous, so you must not walk alone. I’ll wash up and change clothes, so please wait a little longer.”

Chernea burst out laughing at that.

He wondered why she was so happy but didn’t ask.

A laughing face was much easier to bear than a crying one, which only fueled his desire.

After confirming Chernea had sat down on the chair in front of the Porch, Riorem went to wash.

He only washed off the sweat and dirt, feeling a little uneasy, but it was already too late to apply Aroma Oil after keeping Chernea waiting.

So, he roughly wiped the water off and returned, only for Chernea to call him.

“Do you need anything else?”

Her Golden Eyes looked up at him as he approached.

Having just rushed to wash at the water basin, Riorem was still dripping wet.

His sleek Black Hair clung to his ivory skin, his muscles showing faintly through the thin Summer Shirt. The sight was irresistibly arousing.

In his heart, he wanted to collapse onto the bed with her immediately.

But Chernea suppressed her desires and used a towel to wipe the water off his body.

‘She made such an effort, so we can’t skip the walk.’

Chernea smiled softly.

Both the hands gently drying him and the man receiving that touch were silent, swallowing the heat rising to their necks.

The heavy silence was scattered by the summer breeze blowing in through the wide-open Porch.

Finally, beneath the damp towel, her Blue Eyes peeked out.

Through the still-wet strands of Black Hair, Riorem looked down at Chernea quietly.

His Adam’s apple bobbed noticeably.

Swallowing thickly.

Chernea lifted her lips.

“Shall we… go for that walk now?”

“…….”

“Don’t want to? Should we just not go?”

“…….”

Riorem was speechless, unable to answer either way.

Chernea laughed.

“Then… just one kiss before we go?”

“…Yes.”

Riorem reached out his hand toward the Porch door.


The still-quiet coastal road was partially hidden behind the half-closed white door.

Hiding Chernea in the shadows like that, Riorem bent down.

Because he hadn’t closed the door completely, his own figure remained fully visible outside. But knowing this, he left half the door open anyway.

Really, he intended to just kiss once and then go for a walk.
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“…….”

Of course, that kiss was going to last a bit longer than expected……

Riollem gently cupped Chernea’s cheek as their lips pressed together.

Chernea liked entwining their tongues tightly. Every time their tongues brushed and tangled, her lips twitched slightly, reacting sensitively.

The most provocative thing was that Chernea herself was completely unaware of this fact.

‘…Haa.’

Unable to resist, Riollem bit down on Chernea’s lower lip. The flesh beneath his teeth was astonishingly soft as it was pressed and ground.

Inevitably, his lower abdomen grew heavy with reflex.

Fortunately, restraining that feeling was not difficult for Riollem. It was something he had done his whole life.

What was harder was stopping the act midway.

Tracing the soft, smooth flesh with his tongue was exquisite. It took great effort to pull away from it.

If he lost focus, he would lose control and crave more beyond his limits.

So Riollem repeated the word “walk” in his mind.

‘That’s what Chernea wants. I have to kiss her and let go… just that much.’

It wasn’t entirely pointless, but it wasn’t very effective either.

Eventually, after a long while, Riollem released Chernea’s lips. Her soft lips glistened with the marks he left behind.

“…I’ll go get your shoes.”

Riollem reluctantly broke away from her. If he kept looking at her like that, he’d inevitably want to plant kisses elsewhere.

Much later than planned, the two finally managed to leave the house.

By then, the sunlight had settled on the Coastal Road. Perhaps thanks to the sea breeze, the lingering moisture was slowly drying up.

Still, Riollem found it hard to relax.

He focused all his attention on Chernea’s steps, so much that he couldn’t even feel the hot summer air.

Soon, a small stone caught his eye. Riollem quickly kicked it aside and led Chernea forward.

“I’m sorry. I hadn’t thought to clear this path as well.”

“Haha. Planning to tear up all the roads?”

Riollem didn’t answer.

Instead, he stepped slightly ahead of Chernea. There was a branch hanging over the path she was about to take.

Chernea watched him brush the branch away and suddenly spoke.

“It’s better to take after you, after all.”

Riollem stopped in his tracks at that.

Though it was an out-of-context remark, he immediately understood what she meant.

“That’s absolutely not allowed.”

“Why not?”

Instead of answering, Riollem snapped off all the sharp branches visible along the walkway.

He returned to Chernea and extended his arm to support her, but instead of leaning on his steady arm, she grasped his hand.

“…….”

Riollem looked down at their joined hands.

Then, very carefully, his hand covered the back of Chernea’s. His long fingers and palm completely enclosed her small hand, smooth without a single callus.

Suddenly, Chernea’s gaze settled on the side of Riollem’s face.

“No matter how you look at it, it’s better to take after you, isn’t it? Calm. Emotional.”

“Are those not words that can be used at the same time?”

“You’re so clever.”

Riollem tightened his grip on her hand.

“…Besides, if it’s after you, wouldn’t the child take after you? I still can’t even read a single letter.”

“Do you want our child to be bored like me and play with people out of sheer boredom?”

“That’s better than being toyed with by someone else.”

Riollem’s intention was clear.

He wanted the child to be the spitting image of Chernea. More precisely, without a single trait reminding him of himself—he wanted the child to be Chernea’s very reflection.

There was only one additional wish: that the child’s eyes would not be as radiant with Golden Eyes as Chernea’s.

He had painfully witnessed what kind of life a child born with the Royal Family’s golden eyes would lead over the past decades.

‘Though I’d rather they not take after my eyes either.’

The thought of a child born to this woman having the same blue eyes as him sent chills down his spine.

After all, wasn’t it wrong for a child born through her womb to resemble him?

But in all likelihood, Chernea desired what Riollem least wanted.

This time was no different.

“I want the child to have your eyes.”

“…That’s something that absolutely cannot happen.”

“Why not? They’re beautiful. A pretty color like the sea you might see only at the Resting Place.”

“…….”

Riollem remained silent but squeezed Chernea’s hand tightly.

Chernea smiled as if she understood everything.

“Are you going to say that again? That it’s not right for a noble womb to bear such a lowly seed, starting with that R word.”

“…….”

“It’s been months since we left all that behind, and you’re still saying those things, Riollem.”

“But……”

“I—”

Chernea cut him off.

“I want the child to have your pretty eyes. That way, everyone will know the child is yours.”

“…….”

“Since the child will resemble you anyway, I want them to take after your face and personality too. Oh, and I want them to grow as tall as you. Then I won’t have to wear high heels all the time like I do.”

Her voice was gentle, like a song.

Like she was soothing a child.

“…Haa.”

Riollem sighed softly.

Being entangled with this woman had brought him countless changes. He had lost count of how many turning points this was.

And now he had come to the place of overcoming his long-standing inferiority complex.

By mixing his blood with that noble lineage that had caused him so much inferiority, creating a complete mess.

The slow walk continued until they reached the middle of the Coastal Road.

During that time, Chernea’s relentless—not quite a demand but close—insistence continued endlessly.

Eventually, Riollem gave what was more an agreement in name only: “It would be better for the child not to inherit the Golden Eyes.”

Since then, he hadn’t argued with Chernea about the color of their child’s eyes.

Still, his heart remained uneasy.

“I don’t know if I can do it well.”

As they returned home, Riollem muttered to himself.

His low voice trembled with emotion—whether from fear or hope, it was hard to tell.

Chernea smiled and gripped his hand.

“No matter what, I can only think that you’ll do well. I’m the one who’s a little worried.”

“Are you worried I’ll be too overprotective?”

“So you know.”

Riollem stared at Chernea’s face.

She was smiling.

“I’m just asking in case. Do my actions make you uncomfortable?”

“To be honest, sometimes it’s a bit bothersome.”

At that, Riollem’s shoulders stiffened.

But Chernea’s words were not finished.

“But it’s not bad. Ah, maybe it’s closer to liking it. I often think I want to see how far you’re willing to go.”

“…….”

“Did that answer your question?”

Riollem lowered his eyes. The shadows of his eyelashes fell over his bright blue eyes.

“…If you don’t mind, I’ll do this for life. For you, and for the child.”

“Tearing up the Garden and the Walkway just because of one walk?”

“Yes.”

At his immediate answer, Chernea burst out laughing.

“Behave yourself, Riollem. At this rate, you’ll forget how to walk alone.”

Riollem found no suitable reply. He simply held Chernea’s hand tighter.

Chernea gazed at him quietly. Then she pulled his hand down and placed it on her lower abdomen.

Riollem’s shoulders twitched.

Still, he didn’t pull his hand away.

Chernea whispered with a smile in her voice.

“Don’t hold back here. Be even more extravagant, even more protective. It’s what you gave me, after all.”

“…….”

This time, it wasn’t that he didn’t answer, but that he couldn’t. He struggled to swallow back a surge of emotions threatening to burst forth.

Riollem recalled a memory from long ago.

The desire he had dared to nurture as a Slave.

The master who knew of that painful seed yet left it alone.

Under his master’s allowance, that seed had sprouted and now borne a small fruit.

Though it was still too tiny to know its color, if given shelter and sunlight, it would one day grow big enough to hold in his arms.

Thinking that, he was left speechless.

Fortunately, no words were needed between them.


The couple slowly made their way home, even more leisurely than before.

Though they had thoroughly cleared the path when they left, a few leaves soaked in summer sunlight had already fallen onto the walkway.

Riollem habitually cleared them away.

As if determined to leave no small threat on the path their Chernea and child would walk.
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